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Nineteen 


Author's Notes: 

Welcome to the story with the weirdest pairing! It will be weird for fans of the one band who aren't familiar 
with the other, but that's how | roll. For some reason | imagine Jer being the 2002 version of himself, while 
Chri is the 2010-20ll-ish version of himself. Thats pretty unrealistic, since Jer is like 23 years older, but 
that's why it's called a fanFICTION, because | can do whatever the fuck | want. | intend to make this a multi- 


chapter one, so don't expect much action in this first one. As usual, feedback is mucho appreciado! 


PS. Yes, Niklas really did say in an interview that he wants to make a tour with Alice in Chains, hence it 
became a part of the inspiration behind this sick child of mine. 


A rainy day in Seattle. Mr. Niklas "Sick" Kvarforth had finally made his wish to tour along with Alice in Chains 
come true. He wasn't sure how their crowd would accept Shining's music, but he didn't give a fuck, because he 


had fucking made it and nothing else really mattered. However, Niklas wasn't the only one enjoying the tour. 


Christian was definitely having the time of his life too. He loved travelling and there he was - in motherfucking 


America. Not only was he a part of one of the most influential bands in the black metal scene, but now he was 


also touring with one of the most influential bands..ever? And he was barely nineteen! Not to mention the guys 


from Alice were real fun to be around and hell knows Christian liked a good laugh. 


After the show of the night, Christian felt the need for a good fucking smoke. The gear could wait. He went 
out on the balcony as he felt around his pockets in search for his pack of cigarettes. He furrowed his 


eyebrows as he failed to find them. Great.. 

"Lost something, kid?" A voice asked from the dark part of the balcony. Just now did Christian notice that he 
wasn't alone. From the shadows emerged a tall, skinny figure with long, flowing, blond hair. It was Jerry. Chris 
couldn't help finding a part of himself in Jerry every time he looked at him. He could almost swear he was 
looking at his own self, but a little older. 

"Yeah," Chris laughed, "my fucking cigarettes." 


"Here," Jerry threw a pack of cigs at Chris, "treat yourself." 


"Thanks," the younger blond smiled as he put a cigarette between his lips and leaned on the railing beside Jerry. 
At least he hadn't lost his lighter too. He lit his cigarette and took a deep drag. Now that was heaven. 


"What kind of a smoker loses his fucking cigarettes?” Jerry mocked, but there was something off about his 
tone. He didn't sound like his usual cheerful self like Chris had him in his mind's eye. 


"My clumsy kind, apparently," Chris snickered. The air was thick with the scent of smoke, the Seattle rain and 
Jerry's disturbed spirit. 


"You alright? You seem a little..off," Chris asked cautiously after a few moments of silence. A bitter laugh 
escaped Jerry's lips and he looked down at his cigarette. 


‘I'm never ‘alright on this particular day. You can't feel alright when you know you've buried your best friend 
on this very day a few years back," Jerry explained and Chris couldn't help but admire how straight-forward 
he was about his feelings. Chris couldn't do that. He couldn't come clean about his feelings even in front of his 
own self. 


"l-Im sorry. It's heavy, isn’t it?" 


"What do you know about it, kid? Ever lost a best friend?" Jerry was never straight-up rude, but right now 


he was in pain and Chris could understand that it is what caused the sharpness in his words. 
"No, but - " 
"That's what | thought. You're like - what - seventeen? Eighteen?" 


"Nineteen" 


"Nineteen..Enjoy your life, kid, appreciate your friends, because you don't know which morning you'll wake up to 
the news of your pal's death." 


"Yeah..." The other blond was right. 


"So, how are you liking the birth city of grunge?" Jerry asked after a while to fix the mood. He didn't mean to 
be rough on the kid, but the pain of Layne's loss always struck him like lightning on this day. Christian was 
thankful for the change of topic. He had almost lost himself imagining how he would feel if his best friend died 
and he wasn't liking it. 


"l'm not much of a grunge guy, but music history is music history. The city is great though, if we don't count 
all the fucking people." Jerry laughed quietly with a light shake of the head as he lit another cig. 


"You've really absorbed Niklas' passionate misanthropy, haven't you?" He was getting a little amused. It almost 
reminded Chris of Niklas‘ mood swings. 


"Oh, no, that's all mine. | come from a small town and | don't really do well with crowds. | prefer the company 
of my guitar." 


"Don't we all?" The older blond whispered, more to himself than to Chris. 


"How about this?" Jerry unexpectedly grabbed Christian's left arm rather roughly and pointed to his cigarette 
burns. 


"Are those ‘all yours' too?" Jerry asked with his cigarette hanging from his lips. He was definitely amused for 
some reason. Christian didn't expect the other man's sharp movement and he had that strange feeling as if his 


stomach was turning. He looked down at his burns a litle bitterly and pulled his arm from Jerry's grip. 
'No..that's-that's from Nik," he replied a little awkwardly, without looking in Jerry's eyes. Sure, it was all for 
‘shock value’, but it still made Christian feel ashamed for letting Niklas treat him like that. Which reminded 
him.. 

"He doesn't exactly treat you like a prince, does he?" Jerry's question dragged Chris away from his thoughts. 
"No, but he's got his moments too, you know...” 

"Let me ask you something. Those things on stage." Jerry smirked lightly despite himself, "do you guys take 
them backstage too? Not that l'm judging, just curious." Ah, back to Chris' disturbing thoughts. For a second he 
wondered whether Jerry could read minds. Naturally, the question caught the younger blond off-guard and his 
breath got caught in his chest. 


"l-L.we..no. That's-that's just Nik's way to piss people off," Chris answered as he found his strength to form a 


sentence. 


"Huh, good for you then. You need someone who'd know better than to put out their cigarettes in that pale 
Scandinavian skin," Jerry smirked and with these words put out his cigarette in the ash tray between them on 
the railing. The playful flicker in his eyes drowned away and the burden left its mark again. He patted Chris on 
the shoulder friendly and headed for the stage. It was his time under the spotlights. 


Chris rewound a bit the unnatural conversation in his head and snickered to himself as he recalled Jerry's 


words - ‘pale Scandinavian skin’. Then it struck him - "Shit! The gear!" 


Growing On Me 


Author's Notes: 
| think | overdid the second chapter in terms of length, but get all you can get, ya know. 


That night Christian observed Alice' show much more carefully than before. Sure, he wasn't the biggest of 
fans, but musicianship he could appreciate. He definitely noticed Jerry wasn't really his usual self on stage, it 
was clear he had closed himself in his head. The other guys from Shining were probably already drunk. They 
invited him too, as usual, but he made it clear he'd rather watch the show. That earned him some raised 


eyebrows, especially from Niklas, but they let him be. 


The next morning in the hotel, Christian woke up with a strange feeling that he couldn't exactly identify. All he 


knew was that he needed a change. 


Christian walked up to Niklas, who was drinking his morning coffee and reading the local newspaper. How 
untypical. The kid still had his over-sized-shirt-pajama thing on and this made Niklas eye him from head to toe. 
Christian noticed that, so he decided to speak before Niklas took the opportunity to start spitting obscenities. 


"Nik, you got your Alice records with you on tour?" He asked as if he was asking if someone had seen his 


cigarettes. Niklas, however, knew better and to him this wasn't an expected question 
"Sure. Why? | thought you weren't ‘much of a fan," Niklas didn't miss the opportunity to be a tease. 


"Yeah, but we're touring with them and all. They're excellent musicians, | might as well give them a more in- 


depth listen, it might change my mind" 


"Whatever rolls your boat, kid," Niklas rose to his feet and dug up his records from the separate bag he was 
carrying especially for records. He stretched them out for Christian to take and when Christian reached out to 


take them, Nik pulled them back, not taking his eyes off Chris. 


"Be careful with those," he warned, looking over his glasses and, as his look gave away, apparently studying 
Chris. The boy nodded and he took the records, prepared to spend the whole day in his room. 


The little activity Christian had picked up to spend his day turned out to be more fun than he expected. He 
listened and listened. He ended up watching videos on YouTube too, which almost made him feel like a stupid 
fucking fan-girl. One particular video caught his interest more than usual. It was a video from one of the first 
shows of the band. Christian turned his attention toward Jerry's performance - he could see a boy around his 
age with a passion enough to tear down the fucking stage. He had no shirt on, he was wearing some shorts 
that looked way too big for his skinny frame and his long-ass blond hair was all over the place as the boy 
headbanged. Christian caught himself smirking despite himself. Yeah, that was some passion he liked seeing. 


Thinking about it, Jerry hadn't even changed. Even years later, it was clear his passion hadn't aged a day. 


Neither had his smile. 


Later on the tour bus, Christian was preoccupied with staring out the window while listening to music. His 
daydreaming was interrupted by someone who dared sit opposite him and break him away from his thoughts. 
Christian would have normally frowned at this impudence, guessing out of all people it could be Niklas, but the 
moment his green eyes met a pair of blue ones, the idea of frowning was thrown away. They weren't Niklas' 
blue ones, they were Jerry's. Even though Niklas and Jerry seemed like two complete opposites, they definitely 
had quite a lot to talk about, considering Jerry was on the Shining tour bus, not the Alice one. Christian quickly 
took off his headphones. 


"Didn't mean to bother you, just thought you might like some company,” the older man smiled. Usually Chris 
would have made some rude remark, but he didn't really feel like it as he looked into Jerry's eyes. 


'I-Ive got this habit when travelling," he stuttered as he was trying to get his thoughts together. Why would 


Jerry fucking Cantrell waste his time on some kid from a totally different scene? Courtesy or what? 


"Niklas told me that you requested some particular records of a particular band, despite you not being ‘much 
of a fan’ of that band," Jerry raised his eyebrows. Christian laughed as he caught the hint. For some reason, 
no matter what Jerry said, Christian always felt intimidated, ever since the first time they shook hands. He 
figured it might be respect, awe, he didn't know, but he always felt like a schoolgirl. 


"Yeah, well, let's say its growing on me." 
"Growing on you?" Jerry smirked. 
"Definitely growing on me." 


"| like hearing that," the older man remarked cockily. They spent the rest of the ride talking about music, even 


though it was clear their musical preferences were in the both ends of the specter. 


At some point Niklas tried to cut in in the conversation, but he stopped. He stopped and observed. He observed 
like a hawk and felt his ‘territory’ was threatened. 


Later both of the bands decided to attend a night club. They needed a taste of the rock ‘n’ roll lifestyle aside 
from the tour buses and stages. Christian didn't really like the idea, but he decided not to part from the 
majority. Besides, who knows? It might turn out fun. 


The club was steamy..literally, there was steam clouding the air and it made the new-comers feel slightly 
dizzy. After taking seats at a round table, the guys ordered drinks. Christian looked around and realized 
somebody was missing - it was Jerry. That made him frown. If Jerry could skip the group parties, then so 
could he. If he had skipped, he would have been able to play his guitar or listen to Jerry's jokes or something. 


Fuck, what was he thinking! He couldn't deny Jerry was good company - he was funny, he was always 


smiling..\Enough of this! Chris thought to himself and downed his drink to water down the tension. Niklas raised 
his eyebrows suspiciously and nudged the boy in the ribs with his elbow. 


"If you take this, you might relax," Niklas whispered as he passed something to Chris under the table. He then 
pretended to look away distractedly. Chris looked at his hand and recognized a 14 blotting paper of LSD. He 
wasn't much of a hard drugs guy, but he figured 14 of LSD would hardly fry his brain as bad as his thoughts 
did. He slowly lifted the piece to his mouth and let it melt on his tongue. 


"That's a good boy," Niklas chuckled huskily and took a sip of his Jack. 


After a few minutes, Christian's vision started getting distorted The 14 couldn't do much more than that, but 
it was enough to keep him concentrated on the shapes, rather than his invasive thoughts. While he was 
watching the changing scenery, Christian's attention got caught by a certain silhouette making its way through 
the crowd. He recognized a tall, skinny figure wearing a mesh shirt and holding a cigarette, the figure was 
emerging from the thick curtains of smoke. Its long blond hair was let down and slightly shined under the dim 
lights. As he recognized the man, Christian thought he had started hallucinating and shook his head to get rid 
of the vision. He looked back to the crowd, but the figure was still there and it was approaching their table. 
After what seemed an eternity to Christian, Jerry was finally standing up next to the table, looking like he 


hadn't a single worry in the world as he smoked his cigarette. 


"You alright, kid?" Jerry turned to Chris when he noticed how out-of-his-comfort-zone he looked. The boy was 
too busy staring at the table in attempt to process what was happening. Niklas nudged him and tilted his head 
toward Jerry. Christian looked at the other blond expectantly. 


"I asked if you're okay," Jerry smiled as he started seeing through the situation 


‘lm - l'm great, | just.need some fresh air," the boy replied as he looked absently at the table. He rose to his 
feet slowly and made his way toward the closest exit. He found a door that led to the backyard of the club 
and he inhaled the midnight air sharply. His world was still composed of shifting shapes, but one thing that 
remained constant was the memory of Jerry walking through the smoke. What had gotten into him? Maybe 
whiskey and LSD weren't that good of a combination. The boy let his back slide down the wall and he hung his 


head as he leaned his elbows on his propped up knees. 


After a while he heard the door opening, but couldn't be bothered to flex a muscle. Next thing he felt was 
that somebody knelt beside him on the cold ground and he finally forced himself to lift his head, thinking his 
visitor was Niklas. He almost sobered up when his eyes found that same fucking mesh shirt from a few 
minutes back. Jerry stood there looking at him and smoking. 

"Tough night?" Jerry asked when the kid's eyes finally found his. 

"You could say that." 


"How did you get so shitfaced?" The older man asked amusedly. 


"Drugs and alcohol are not good friends." 
"No shit, Sherlock." 
"lve seen worse times." 


"That's not much to brag about. You wanna go back to the bus and have some shut-eye?" Jerry put his 
cigarette between his lips and Chris focused on these movements. He reflected a blurry thought passing 
through his head. He wondered what it would feel like to be Jerry's cigarette - to be rolled between his 
fingers and to be wrapped between his lips. The moment he registered this thought he shook his head, hoping 
this would shake the thought off too. This action made his silky hair fall upon his face. Next thing he knew, he 


felt Jerry's fingers moving his hair out of his eyes. 
"Was that a ‘no'?" Jerry raised his eyebrows. 


"Yeah, I'll be fine. Just need to clear my head. The show must go on," Christian replied much more soberly, 


even though the alcohol high seemed to be taking precedence over the LSD. 


"Then the show will be waiting for you inside when you're ready," the older man smirked and patted Christian 
on the shoulder as he rose to his feet. He then disappeared inside the club. 


The next morning was relatively light, but Christian still felt it best to stay in bed for a little longer. He was 
replaying last night's highlights in his head, or at least what he could remember, and the only thing that was 
clear as day was Jerry in that motherfucking mesh shirt. He could hardly forget Jerry's fingers brushing his 
hair out of his face as well. Niklas would kill him if he could read his mind. He would hang him in chains and cut 
him, and put out cigarettes in his - what did Jerry call it? ‘Pale Scandinavian skin? He swallowed hard at the 
thought and suddenly, the door opened. Niklas entered the room and slowly approached Christian's bed. 


So..are you enjoying yourself?" Niklas sat on the edge of the bed and started fiddling with the silver chain 
that lay upon Christian's bare collarbones. 


"You don't really think hangovers are fun, do you?" 


"l'm not talking about your hangover, Chrille," Niklas smiled sadistically and his finger started slipping down 
Christian's bare chest. 


"Enlighten me, then," Chris teased, trying to play it cool, since he felt where this was going. 
‘lm talking." Niklas’ finger reached Chris' stomach, "about your little talks with.." his finger brushed over 


Chris’ groin through the thin cover, "..Mr. Cantrell," he lift his eyes to meet Christian's. The boy's pupils 


dilated, but he remained calm. 


"You're not really jealous of him, are you? | mean, come on. It's the same as being jealous of Peter - its 
fucking ridiculous. He's a fellow musician, a funny guy - end of the fucking story. Can't really maintain good 
vibes between the bands if l'm being an antisocial fuck, can |?" The boy roughened his tone to sound more 


convincing. 
"So, you're sure you're only talking?" 
"Yeah, I'm pretty fucking sure." 


The show that night was wild. Both bands' performances were even more top notch than usual. Christian’ spirit 
had lifted, even though he felt pretty damn confused after the night at the club. The bassist was having his 


usual smoke at the backside outside of the venue, when he heard a voice that made his stomach turn. 


"Back there on stage..." Jerry emerged out of nowhere, but strangely enough, he wasn't smoking. Chris had 
almost started thinking that the guitarist sleeps with a fucking cigarette in his mouth at this point. He was 
glad Jerry kept his distance, not for another reason, but because he was scared Kvarforth could show up out 
of nowhere and start being a paranoid bitch again, "..that was quite the passionate kiss. | hope the blood tasted 
good, too," Jerry smirked. 


"Yeah, well, that particular fake blood tastes fucking disgusting," Chris laughed and hoped he hadn't blushed. 
"And real blood tastes better?" 
"Definitely better," Chris took a drag and Jerry snickered. 


"Jerry," the boy said uncertainly after a short period of silence, "I lied," he confessed and his voice was heavy 


with guilt. 


"Lied about what, kiddo?" Jerry asked with an amused tone, since he couldn't take that confession seriously. He 
slowly walked toward the bassist, looking expectantly in his green eyes. 


"Those things on stage..we do take them backstage..but Niklas doesn't really want to talk about it. Besides, it's 
better for the band not to know," Chris looked kind of guiltily at Jerry, who was less than a step away, (in fact 
he was well within his 50 cms of personal space) and he locked his cigarette between his lips. Jerry snickered 


softly. 


| doubt they would ming," he noted and unexpectedly, slowly pulled Christian's cigarette from his lips. The boy 
froze and his breath got caught in his chest. Jerry put the cigarette between his own lips, "but tell me 
something," he took a drag and exhaled deeply before he leaned in to Christian's left ear. The boy was almost 
thankful for this, since he had almost started feeling like he was shrinking under Jerry's gaze, even though 
they were pretty much the same height. Now, however, he was intimidated and his lungs were aching as he 


tried to keep his breathing steady. 


"What is the fucking point, if you're hiding from the world and all you get are cigarette burns and cuts on 
your skin?" Jerry whispered softly in Christian's ear, "But then again, who am | to judge? If that's what rolls 
your boat, I'm alright with that," he then blew the smoke out, his eyes not leaving those of Christian and then 
he walked away, leaving the younger blond confused, confusedly aroused and doubtful.. 


| Watched You Change 


Author's Notes: 
Thank the lord below that |, as of currently, haven't got a writer's block and | manage to put out a new 
chapter every day so far. Tell me how you (dis)like it so far. 


After what Jerry had told Christian, the boy had closed himself in his head, thinking over it. The bus was 
travelling to the next destination and this was the perfect time for Christian to become his usual antisocial 
self. At one point Niklas sat opposite the bassist and tried to talk to him, but was met with disregard and even 
some rude remarks. Needless to say, Niklas didn't like this, but Chris had made it pretty clear that he wants 


no company. 


"I bet that if Mr. Cantrell was on the bus you wouldn't mind his company," Niklas teased with a sadistic smile 
as he rose to his feet. 


‘Oh, just get the fuck out of my face, man!" Christian snapped and Niklas left him alone. He could have been his 
typical asshole self and rubbed all of Christian's ‘little talks' with Jerry in his face, but he didn't even feel like 
doing it. Finally, Christian had some privacy with his thoughts. 


Jerry was right; Christian knew it, even though he was afraid to admit it. All Christian got from his so-called 
relationship with Niklas were cuts and cigarette burns in his skin. Alright, alright, the occasional good fucking 
too, but the fucking wasn't what it was all about, unlike what Niklas made it seem. Deep down, Christian wanted 
to be more like Jerry than like Niklas. Jerry was all sunshine and jokes, while Niklas was pretty much toxic, 
even though Christian couldn't say he was a bad person. Maybe Christian was like him because that was 
expected of him - being in a depressive metal band required a certain attitude and he was supposed to idolize 
people like Niklas. But was that what Chris wanted? He did like his certain dose of darkness, but no, not really. 
Maybe he was just too weak and that's why he succumbed to Niklas’ will. And maybe that's why Niklas liked 
him so much - because he was weak and he could push all his buttons in order to get what he wants. No, he 
wouldn't accept that he was weak - he was just blind, because he did like Niklas. He might be twisted, but he 
was fascinating none the less, not to mention that when he wasn't a paranoid, deranged fuck, he would actually 
say the nicest of things to Christian. But did he mean them, if he wanted for Christian to suffer? Did he care 


about him at all? Chris was starting to seriously doubt that and it was driving him crazy. 


Jerry on his own turn was thinking about Christian after that night. Well, not only after that night. He found 
the kid to be a fascinatingly talented bassist and that's what sparked his interest in the first place. However, 
hell knows that Jerry likes himself some mystery and that's what Christian was. It seemed like the kid enjoyed 
staying in his own private hell and he hardly ever spoke unless somebody made him, which made Jerry curious 
out of his fucking mind. Not to mention, they were both from two very different worlds. No, not the countries. 
Sure, Sweden and America were indeed like two separate worlds, but it was more than that and the idea of 


exploring the unknown definitely fascinated Jerry. After all, it was all about those innocent green eyes. 


After the show of the night, it was again time to celebrate, as if it was the first show of the tour. To 
Christian this was nonsense and as much as he would have enjoyed watching Jerry in that mesh shirt while 
they were getting drunk in some night club, he didn't feel like frying his brain yet again. It was already way too 
fried after all of the overthinking. Niklas made some remark about how pathetic the bassist was acting as of 
lately, not so much because he meant it, but because he thought it would change his mind. The other guys 
from Shining tried pursuing him into it too, but he wouldn't take the bait. He sat there on the bus couch and 
abused the strings of his acoustic guitar. Only about five minutes after everyone had left, Chris heard a knock 
on the window of the bus door. He figured somebody had forgotten something and proceeded to open it. With 
the guitar in his hand, he opened the door and froze. Nobody had forgotten anything..it was Jerry. 


‘| see you're already partying," Jerry pointed to the acoustic guitar with his cigarette between his index and 
middle finger. He was wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt that looked too big for his skinny frame, but to 
Chris he looked perfect like that. "May | join?" 


‘Of course," Christian finally managed to find his ability to talk and he invited Jerry in with a smile. "I thought 


you were going with the others." 


"After that exhausting performance? Nah, | don't think so. | don't feel like walking back to the bus on all fours," 
Jerry's remark made Chris chuckle, but it also formed a pleasant picture in his head. "I can leave if you'd 


rather be alone though, | understand." 


"No, no, not at all," Chris replied quickly, afraid that he was giving away the same "I don't like people” vibe as 
he usually did. "Some quiet company is fine," he sat back on the couch and Jerry sat beside him. 


"Care for a drink?" Christian asked as he looked at Jerry from underneath his curtain of silky blond hair and 
then back to the guitar, strumming some random melody that popped up in his head. 


"Wouldn't mind. Hope Nik hasn't abused all of it," Jerry smirked. 


"Yeah, he tends to do that," Chris smiled and passed the guitar to Jerry as he rose to his feet. "Play 
something, you're the riff lord here," he beamed down at the guitarist and he went digging for a bottle of 
surviving whiskey. By some miracle, there was indeed a full bottle of Jack. Chris grabbed two whiskey glasses 


and set them on the coffee table by the couch. He filled them all the way up. 


"Whoa, aren't you a little young to drink that much?" Jerry joked around, even though he had already 
witnessed the kid's drinking capacity. "Here in America you have to be 2I to drink alcohol, you know," he teased. 


"Don't mean to sound like a schoolgirl, but I'm almost 20, which is the drinking age in Sweden," the bassist 
defended himself as he lift his glass up to Jerry's. 


"Let's drink to..what do we drink to?" Jerry asked before their glasses could collide. 


"Beats me..Maybe to something clichéd, like ‘sex, drugs and rock n roll?" 


"To sex, drugs and rock n roll then," Jerry laughed and emphasized on the ‘sex’ part. To Christian, this sounded 
as good as sex. 


They spent the night drinking, telling stories of their lives, laughing and playing whatever came to mind on the 
acoustic guitar. At one point they were pretty fucking drunk, but still conscious enough - the perfect level. 
Jerry still managed to play every song he played without a single mistake. He started playing a song, which 
Christian managed to recognize as ‘No Excuses’. Jerry sang too. Despite being drunk, he had no problem 
handling both the playing and the singing and Christian got completely caught up listening to him. He had a nice 
voice. A very nice voice indeed. If the boy had been a little more sober, he would have caught himself staring, 
but he wasn't. He kept looking at Jerry's trained fingers, then his lips as he sang and then back to his fingers 
again. His drunken thoughts were taking him to places forbidden and obscene, but he couldn't care less. He felt 
as if he was in a happy little bubble with Jerry, where nobody could ruin the fun Jerry finished the song with 


one last loud strum on the strings and put the guitar aside. 


"Oh, no, why did you stop?" Christian whined disappointedly as he had his elbow resting on the back of the 


couch. He was enjoying himself way too much. 
"That's enough for one night, kiddo," Jerry smirked charmingly, "but I'm glad you liked it.” 
"| liked it a lot" 


"| love hearing that," Jerry said slowly and silently as he looked into Christian's eyes. Christian couldn't help 
himself any longer, neither could he control himself. He leaned in close to Jerry's lips and looked up in his eyes. 
Seeing the other blond didn't seem to mind it and was actually looking at him with interest and a slight smirk, 
he pressed his lips to Jerry's and impatiently slipped his tongue inside his mouth. They both moaned softly into 
the kiss. Jerry moved his hand up Christian's left arm, which was resting on the back of the couch, to his 
shoulder, then up his neck and buried his fingers in the younger blona's silky hair. Christian on his own turn 
slipped his hand under Jerry's baggy t-shirt and ran it over his ribs. It almost felt as if he was touching his 
own ribs, since he was just as skinny. They both were deepening the kiss eagerly and were both halfway hard, 
when Jerry pulled away. 


"What? What's wrong?" Christian asked disappointedly, looking at the other blond's lips longingly. It was all so 
good to be true. Didn't Jerry like it? Didn't he want it? 


"Kid, you're drunk - adorably so, but still - drunk. We both are." 
"So what?" 
‘lm not going to take advantage of your current state," Jerry replied with a serious, much more sober tone. 


"You're not taking advantage of anything, | want it," Christian moaned and with those words leaned in to kiss 


Jerry again. Jerry caught him softly by the jaw and looked in his innocent green eyes. The boy had the most 
puzzled, ‘Santa-Claus-hasn't-left-me-presents' look in his eyes. 


"You're going to regret it tomorrow," Jerry whispered softly as he ran his thumb along Christian's jaw line. 
Christian wasn't having it. He was staring at those angelic blue eyes and at this moment he didn't want 
anything else in the world more than to kiss Jerry. 


"| won't. | might be drunk, but | know what | want," Christian firmly explained. 


"I know you do, but think of the consequences. What if Niklas walked in right now and found us like this? He'd 
lock you up in a cage or something and most probably - kill me," Jerry srickered. "I don't want him to hurt 


you," he whispered. He didn't care what Nik would say about him, but he didn't want Christian to get hurt. 


"He wouldn't hurt me more than he already does. He'll probably tell me l'm a cheating little bastard and throw 
offences at me until | feel fucking worthless, but | don't care. I'm not his fucking puppet on strings." At the 
last part, Jerry smiled widely. 


"Damn straight, you're not. Took you a while, didn't it?" 

"Yeah, well, what you told me makes sense.” 

"Look, don't get me wrong. m not turning you against him, neither am | stealing you - in fact stealing you 
would have been way too easy, as it turns out," Jerry smirked, "lm just trying to help you see what's bad for 


you. And I'm sure not making you leave him, especially for somebody like me." 


"I know, | know, but you're right. | don't hate Nik or think bad of him. | mean, if | leave him, | would leave him 
because of myself. And what do you mean - ‘somebody like you'?" 


"Well, l'm not exactly similar to Niklas, am |?" 


"| guess that's the good thing about it," Chris chuckled. He had sobered up a little and he did feel a little guilty, 
because he felt like he was way too harsh on Niklas. But he had to talk to him sooner or later and Jerry's 
words encouraged him to do so. Not for Jerry, not for Nik, but for Chris himself. 


"Now, can | at least have one last kiss?" Christian smirked. 


"You can But who's to say its going to be the last one?" Jerry winked and Christian needed no further notice 
to smack his lips against Jerry's. Their tongues caressed each other softly, but when Christian started 


deepening the kiss, Jerry pulled away. 


"That's enough for now, darling. Don't get too excited,” Jerry smiled widely, revealing his white, perfectly 
ordered teeth. Christian was a little ashamed for being that eager, but he wanted it and that was enough for 
him. As he was engulfed by Jerry's charming smile, they both heard the bus door opening. That almost made 


them jump. They increased the distance between them, no matter how much it pained them to do so. Jerry 
fixed his oversized t-shirt, which had ridden up his stomach thanks to Christian's playful hands, and Christian 
fixed his messy hair - as much as you could call that messy, since his hair was pretty much constantly 
pretty perfect. The first one entering that they saw was Niklas..naturally. He furrowed his brows, but he 


wasn't really surprised. 


"Are you two partying? If you wanted to get fucked up, you could have come with us," he noticed with a 
friendly Tone. 


"What? You want me to spend another night in a night club with all those fucking people? No way, man," 
Christian snickered. He knew Jerry would have made up a plausible enough explanation, but he had to show 


Niklas he was standing up for himself, not that this was something new as of recent. 


"Then you might as well return to the forest where there are no people at all, Chrille," Niklas cooed and 


pushed Christian's hair out of his face playfully with a wave of his hand. 


You're Far Too Poisoned For Me 


Author's Notes: 
This one took a while, but this week was pretty hectic. Besides | actually wrote the next part too and the two 
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The band had a day off and that was definitely a relief to all the musicians and the crew. Christian couldn't 
sleep and that was quite the disappointment since he was so hoping to spend the day in bed. He was sitting on 
the balcony and smoking a cigarette with his way-too-early-morning coffee. He was thinking about the not- 
even-close-to-enough make out session with Jerry and what he would say to Niklas. He heard movement inside 
- steps approaching. He had gotten used to seeing Jerry almost every time he was out for a smoke and he 
heard movement from behind, but he sadly noticed that the guys from Alice were in a different suite and it 
could hardly be Jerry. 


"Having trouble sleeping?" Niklas‘ voice echoed from behind and he shivered. 


"You know me - Mr. Insomniac," Christian replied monotonously with his cigarette in his mouth. "And what has 


you up so early?" 


"Your disturbed spirit," Niklas hissed against Christian's neck and put his hands on the blond's bony hips. 
Christian would have pulled away, but he didn't care much. 


"My spirit is fine, thank you." 
"You are avoiding me, Christian," Niklas’ voice sounded threating, but Chris couldn't play games any more. 
‘| wonder why that could be," the boy replied sarcastically. 


"You two are fucking, aren't you?" The singer got straight to the point, since he had been avoiding it for way 


too long and now he felt provoked. 


"We are not fucking, Niklas! | would have bragged about it to you if we didl" Christian snapped and took Niklas’ 
hands off his hips. 


"So, you admit you would?" Niklas smirked. 


"Oh, hell yeah, | would and I'd do it hard! Even you wouldn't say no to him," Christian blew his smoke in Niklas’ 


face and snickered softly at the amused, and at the same time surprised look on Niklas’ face. 


"Naughty little Chrille. | easily forget what a dirty little slut you could be, when | look into those innocent eyes. 
Does he know how fucked up you can be, or does he think you're innocent little Chri?" The singer ran his hands 


through Christian’ silky hair. 


"I don't know. Why don't you fucking ask him?" The younger man snapped. 
*flashback * 


‘So, how are you enjoying Christians company?" Niklas had asked Jerry as they both happened to be having a 


smoke outside at the same time. 


‘He's very fun to be around, very nice kid," Jerry replied with a carried away tone, but he sounded slightly amused, 


since he knew where things were going. He took a deep drag of his cigarette. 


"And." Niklas approached Jerry slowly and stopped only a step away from him, blue eyes staring into blue eyes, 
‘do you like the way he..tastes?" Niklas hissed with a sadistic smirk. He knew there must have been some business 
going on; it was obvious from the way the blondes looked at each other. He wasnt sure whether they had fucked, 
but there was something going on. 


‘Oh yes, he tastes like fucking heaven," Jerry lowered his voice, "and | havent even fasted all of it yet," he 
whispered 


"s it a common practice for you? Huh? Touching others’ property?" 

‘No, not really. But | see why your property’ is running away so easily from you and seeking shelter in others. It 
might have something to do with the fact that your respect for him reaches as far as to refer fo him as if you 
were referring to an object." 

‘My respect for him is not your business," Niklas hissed 

"k that why he shares it with me?" 

"Christian. Is fucking. Mine!" The singer growled Jerry snickered He had a low-key amused expression all along, 
because he couldn't even take Nklas seriously. They were usually getting along surprisingly well, but when it came 


to Christian, it was a matter of war. 


‘No, he's not. He's not mine either. He's his own," Jerry whispered and gave two friendly smacks to Nklas' cheek, as 
if he was mocking him. He had just turned around to walk away, when Niklas’ voice stopped him. 


"What is it that you see in hm? k it the way he walks? Is it his lps? is it his bony frame? ls it the golden hair? 
What is it?" Niklas insisted as he proceeded to slowly approach the guitarist again 


"Hasn't it occurred to you that | probably see more of him than how delicious he is?" Jerry smirked "He's an eye- 


candy, that's for sure, but he's so much more than that." 
"You don’t know him like | do. He's not as innocent as he looks behind those green eyes of his." 


‘Oh yes, lm aware. Why else would he be with you if he wasn't at least partially as fucked up?" Jerry laughed 
softly. "Youre lucky to have such a talented bassist in your band for one, not that you seem fo have ever had 


bad musicians in it” 

"Hes not just in the band, he's fucking mine!" Niklas growled 
‘Sure thing, pal," Jerry smirked and slowly walked away. 
end of flashback * 


"What the fuck did he tell you? What were the words that stole you from me?" Niklas asked calmly, almost 


dangerously, like the calm before the storm. 


‘Its not something he just told me, his words just helped me realize things | should have realized a long time 
ago, but | didn't, because | was blinded by you. You see, | don't hate you Niklas, not one bit. Well, | do hate you 
sometimes, but overall I've told you a thousand times how | feel about you. | care about you a lot and | might 
not know much about relationships, but if | know one thing, then it is that a relationship should be your safe 
place, it shouldn't be holding you down. | know it can't be easy being with you, | knew it even in the beginning 
and | was ready to help you, but you wouldn't let me. In fact, you're sinking even more overtime. At one point 
you had more negative impact on me than | had on myself. | tried," the blond took the older man's face in his 
hands and looked straight in his eyes, "I tried to help you, but you didn't take my hand. And | don't think | can 
love you anymore, not when I'm not getting even a part of this love back. | can't be your life support 
anymore," the boy placed a kiss on the singer's lips, tasting the alcohol and cigarettes on them and he turned 


away. 


"Christian." Niklas' voice stopped him. "We could work this out, you know," the singer said humbly with a soft 


tone. 

"Yes, Nik, we could, but | don't think | want to,” Christian gave him a sad smile. 

"You're mine, Chrille!" Niklas growled. 

‘Oh yeah? Where does it say that?" The bassist was about to walk away, but Niklas’ words angered him and 
he came back close to the singer's face. "Is it tattooed on my forehead? Is it carved in my fucking skin? It is 
not! All that is carved in it are the traces of your razors, the traces of your pain. But that's what you 
wanted, isn't it? I'm not your boxing bag! I'm my own property!” Christian ran off and walked out of the hotel. 
He wasn't a big fan of sand, but he thought a walk by the shoreline would clear his head. 


He didn't regret it. Being with Niklas was fun, but recently it had just turned bland, it was still water, it wasn't 


going anywhere. He would have felt guilty leaving Niklas to deal with his conditions alone, but that wasn't the 
case - he could still do that. Besides, Nik, as a grown up could take care of his own self. Christian almost grew 
to think that he feels comfortable in his state of depression and he understood that, having dealt with it 
himself. At one point it turns into your comfort zone. However, while Chris was trying to save himself, Niklas 
wasn't really trying. He skipped meds and therapy and probably wouldn't even bother with those if it wasn't for 
Christian and his other friends to push him. Another thought was burning in the back of his mind. What about 
Jerry? Did he even care about him? Would he even want to be with him? Would he judge him for calling it 
quits with Nik? No, no, no..Jerry did care about him. He was just being his insecure self again and he couldn't 


let that take the best of him. 


"Truly thought | could make it right 

If I kissed you one more time to 

Help you face the nightmare 

But youre far too poisoned for me" ~ Sleeping Beauty’ - A Perfect Circle 


| Can Barely Separate Me From You 
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When Chris went back to the hotel, he had to get the key from the reception, because the guys had gone out. 
They had left a note that they're going to the beach and he could join them if he wanted to. He had spent 
enough of time getting his shoes full of sand already, besides he didn't feel like getting sunburned. Keeping 
Niklas at bay after their little drama episode would be good. Spending the whole day smoking, drinking whiskey 
and reading on the balcony sounded even better. He took his full pack of cigarettes that he had bought on his 
way back to the hotel and went outside on the balcony. He locked a cigarette between his lips and was just 
about to light it when he heard a voice. 


"Aren't you going to get a tan?" Jerry snickered. He was outside on the balcony of the suite the guys from 
Alice were sharing and apparently the balconies were positioned one next to the other. He was sitting on the 
railing and looking even more charming than ever as the sun shone in his hair. Christian smiled and his 
cigarette almost fell out of his mouth. 


"Getting boiled under the sun and turning as red as a crab isn't my idea of a tan. You still want me to get 


tanned?" The smile couldn't fade from Christian's lips. 

"Nah, you're fine the way you are." 

"And you? Aren't you going to?" 

"Kid, I've been to the beach so many times that l'm bored to death of the idea" 

"You've got a point.” 

"Wanna join me for a drink? It's kinda weird talking from balcony to balcony,” Jerry smirked. 

"Yeah, sounds like a plan," Christian couldn't have been offered a better proposal right now and he ran off to 
the door. He locked the Shining suite and entered the suite beside it. He joined the other blond on the balcony 
and he realized that walking through the door had given him a strange feeling deep inside. It felt like the ending 
of something old and the beginning of something new. Jerry smiled at Christian as he leaned on the railing. 


Chris finally lit his cigarette and leaned his head back as he exhaled deeply. Jerry studied him carefully. 


"You seem tense. You alright?" He finally asked in conclusion as Chris didn't move or speak for a while. The boy 


let out a deep sigh as he raised his head to look at the other man. 


"Yeah, |..| think it's over," he replied with a weary smile. Jerry looked at him disbelievingly. 
"It is over or you think it's over?" He asked amusedly. 


"Well, on my part it's over, its Niklas who would agree to disagree. | can't blame him for having a hard time 


letting go of things, but he needs to realize when a battle is lost" 


‘lm sorry about that, but l'm mostly sorry that | was more or less the reason for that," Jerry hung his 


head. 


"Don't be. In fact, | should thank you. It was a matter of time and you helped me see what it all was like in 
reality. Nik is a good person, but it's exhausting, putting energy into a lost cause...” 


"Nothing is eternal, kid. This wouldn't have lasted forever either, so | hope you enjoyed it while it lasted." 


'It was quite a ride, that's for sure. And hell, its sure not over yet - l'm still in the band," Chris noted with a 
soft laugh. Jerry laughed too, glad to see that the boy was loosening up. 


"Wait a minute, this deserves a drink," Jerry jumped off the railing and disappeared inside the suite. Chris 
couldn't help but admire him - the crazy motherfucker was wearing nothing but jeans and his slightly sun- 
kissed skin glistened under the few sunrays that blessed the balcony. He was a free spirit, that one - a world 
class guitarist who never let fame change him or kill the occasional childish carelessness. Not to mention he 
was one of the most down-to-earth guys Chris had ever met. Yeah, he had many reasons to like Jerry, To 
look up to him. And there he was, coming back to the balcony with two glasses of expensive whiskey and the 
smile of the sun on his face. He was well within his early thirties, but Chris could swear he saw that I9 year 
old boy, flipping his long hair out of his face, every time Jerry smiled. Chris was sure that even at 60, Jerry 


wouldn't have aged a day above IB on the inside. 
Jerry passed Christian the glass and raised a toast. 


"To new adventures..! guess?" He smiled widely and their glasses clicked together. Jerry took a sip, but 
Christian felt like playing it ‘bottoms up' and downed the whole glass. 


"Whoa, take it easy, kid," Jerry chuckled as he took another sip and Christian let out a pleasant sigh of relief. 
I'd rather not," Christian replied with a half-smile before unexpectedly throwing his arms around Jerry's neck 
and crushing his lips against the other man's. Jerry definitely didn't see that coming, but he happily played 
along. He shoved his tongue deep in Christian's mouth, earning himself a moan from the boy. 


"You just couldn't wait any longer, could you?" The guitarist smirked as he pulled away for a second. 


"You have no idea," Christian breathed heavily. Jerry used the opportunity to terminate the rest of his 


whiskey before he pulled Christian in for another hungry kiss. Chris was already running his hands all over 
Jerry's bare back, impatient to feel his skin under his fingers again. 


"We might want to get inside. This is what people would call ‘public indecency’," Jerry smirked as he walked 
inside backwards, dragging Christian with him. 


"So what? Isn't that what Americans like - a good show?" Chris questioned as he followed Jerry's lead and 
Jerry snickered at the question. 


"Yeah, pretty much," they had already made it to one of the bedrooms, "but as much as I'd like being publicly 
indecent with you, this is supposed to be just us, baby," Jerry said in a low voice and the last word sent 
incredible thrills down to Christian's groin. Their tongues got immediately intertwined again, both of them 
moaning softly into the kiss. While Christian was caressing Jerry's biceps, Jerry was gently gripping and pulling 
at Christian's silky hair. Christian's impatient hands slid from Jerry's chest to his ribs, down his stomach and 
he knelt as he proceeded to undo Jerry's belt. 


"Wait," Jerry interrupted him with a serious tone, grabbing him by the wrists. Christian looked up in his eyes 
with the expression of a child who had its toy taken away from it. 


"You're not going to make me cut you or put out cigarettes in your skin, right?" Jerry grinned as he saw the 


boy's puzzled expression Christian let out a relieved laugh. 

"Ill have to think about it," he teased 

"| got ya good" Jerry kept grinning as Chris proceeded with undoing the belt 
"Don't do this again, especially after that last time.” 


"| don't promise anything," Jerry teased. Christian undid the belt and the zipper and pulled down Jerry's jeans, 
just to find he wasn't wearing any boxers. Christian looked up in Jerry's eyes and smirked. 


"Come on, don't tell me you're surprised," Jerry stepped out of his jeans, "I've made it all easy for you," he 
joked as Chris took a more comfortable kneeling position in front of him, looking straight in his eyes. 


| knew you were big," Chris grinned, putting his hands on Jerry's hips. 
‘Oh, so you've been thinking about me?" 


"You cheeky bastard," Chris shook his head with a smile and gave Jerry's semi-hard member a playful lick. 
Jerry inhaled sharply through his teeth at the sensation. 


"Why don't you take this off?" Jerry asked in a low, husky voice, tugging at Christian's shirt. 


"Yeah, we should stop fucking around," Chris pulled the hem of his shirt up and Jerry pulled it over his head. 
"No, it's about time we started fucking around," Jerry grinned as Christian started undoing his own belt. 
"You didn't just make that joke," Christian unzipped his jeans and released his already hard member. 


"| guess | did," Jerry said with a smug smile and before he knew it, Chris had already taken him in his mouth. 


Chris started moving his lips slowly back and forth Jerry's length and Jerry buried his hands in the boy's hair. 


"Fuck, that's good," Jerry moaned silently, which encouraged Chris to work his mouth more insistently. The 
younger man moved his hands from Jerry's hips to his butt cheeks and started gripping them. Christian's 
tongue slid down Jerry's shaft and started giving slow licks to the balls. 


"You better stop or | might cum too fast," Jerry smirked. The sensation that Christian's tongue was giving him 


was too much to take. 
"lm glad you like it," Christian smirked as he rose to his feet and stepped out of his boxers and jeans. 


"Don't flatter yourself," Jerry teased before pulling in Christian by the waist for another kiss. As their 


tongues swirled around each other, Jerry's hands slid down to the bassists ass and gave it a hard smack 
"Oh, fuck," Christian moaned. 


| knew you'd like that," the guitarist smirked and his mouth covered the other man's again. His hands kept 


kneading Christian's ass. 
| want your fingers inside me," the younger man moaned at the point of unbearable arousal. 


‘Oh, but baby, if | do that you'd have come before you can open your mouth to moan," Jerry cooed as he 


caressed Christian's face. 
"Don't flatter yourself," the bassist grinned as he dropped down on the bed. 


"Mm, I'm loving the looks of this," Jerry purred as he knelt on the bed, "you look perfect on those white 
sheets. I'd be damned if they don't end up all torn apart," he said in a low, raspy voice as he enjoyed the sight 
of Christian sprawled out on the bed, his blond mess of a hair in perfect contrast with the white sheets. 
Jerry crawled up to Christian, hovering over him, and his own blond mess of a hair falling in his face. To 
Christian this sight was equivalent to watching the god of sex, if that wasn't Jerry himself. Jerry flipped his 
hair out of his face, so it was resting only on one side and he brought the fingers of his right hand to 
Christian's mouth. 


"Lick those well," Jerry ordered with a smirk and Christian started sucking on Jerry's index and middle finger. 


He moved his mouth back and forth the fingers, not taking his eyes off of Jerry's for a second. 


"Man, | got lucky," Jerry muttered as he looked down at Chris. He pulled his fingers away and caressing the 
boy's skin with his knuckles, he traced a line down his body before his hand snaked between Christian's legs and 
slipped the middle finger slowly inside him. Christian's lips formed the shape of an 'o' and he moaned loudly. 


| haven't even started, baby, and you're getting all excited already," Jerry smirked as he observed Christian 


melting under him. 

‘lm just so fucking hard," Chris whimpered as he ran his hands over Jerry's biceps. Jerry started moving his 
finger inside Christian and the boy started moaning softly. Jerry shoved his tongue in the younger man's 
mouth and they both moaned into the kiss as their skins and their hard members rubbed together. Jerry 
slipped his index finger inside Chris too, making the boy groan. 


"You want me inside you, baby?" Jerry whispered against the younger man's lips. He slipped his tongue inside 


Chris‘ mouth and quickly pulled it out. "You want my cock, huh?" 

‘Oh, yes," Christian moaned. 

"Say it!" 

"| want you to fuck me!" 

"Good boy, Chrille," Jerry smirked and slowly pulled his fingers out. Christian almost shivered at the use of the 
pet name, because Niklas was the one who usually used it, especially when he wanted something, but he 
couldn't think of Niklas now. Now it was only him and Jerry. Jerry gave his member a few strokes before he 
guided it between Christian's legs. 

"You ready, baby?" Jerry asked softly. 

"Oh, come on," Chris snickered, "you don't think Niklas and | rolled around in bed cuddling, do you?" 

"| doubt anyone sharing a bed with you could settle with simply cuddling you," Jerry smirked and looked into 
Christian's eyes as he slowly pushed the tip inside the younger man. Christian's muscles tensed up from the 
pleasure and Jerry grunted, hanging his head low. He pushed his member even deeper until it was all the way 
inside. They both moaned out loudly. Being so close to each other at last felt even better than they both had 
imagined. 


"Oh, Jerry,” Christian moaned with his eyes tightly shut as Jerry started moving in and out slowly. 


"Is that good for you, baby?" Jerry whispered in Christian's ear and wrapped his right arm around Christian's 
left thigh. 


"ve been dreaming about this," Chris muttered in a daze as he concentrated on Jerry's movements. 


"I knew you wanted me bad," Jerry smirked. 

‘lm so easy to see through, huh?" 

"No, but you wanted to be easy to see through for me," Jerry whispered before leaning in to kiss Christian. He 
gripped the other blond's jaw gently as he passionately sucked his tongue. Christian felt like he was melting. 
Jerry was both gentle and passionate and rough for contrast. 

‘Oh, please.." Christian moaned loudly. 

"What is it, baby?" Jerry asked softly and sucked the skin of the writhing blond underneath him's neck. 


"Please, make me cum!" Chris breathed 


"Do you want it that bad?" Jerry picked up his pace, which made Christian hiss through his teeth and grip the 
sheets tightly. 


"| want it so bad," the bassist replied weakly. 

"That bad?" The older man wrapped his hand around Christian's hard dick and started stroking it. 

"So fucking bad!" 

"You're an impatient one," Jerry smirked. 

‘Its your fault" 

"Stop stroking my ego, start stroking yourself instead" 

"You're unbelievable," Chris chuckled softly and wrapped a hand around his member. Jerry proceeded to kiss 
Christian deeply again as he considerably increased his pace. They both moaned and panted loudly, interrupting 
the kiss. 

"Oh, you fuck me so good!" The younger man groaned as he stroked himself fast. His moans were silenced by 
Jerry's tongue being shoved in his mouth and he buried his free hand in the guitarists wavy locks, pulling it 
slightly. The pleasant feeling was building incredibly fast in the pit of the bassists stomach. He stroked himself 
violently and gripped the sheets, rather than Jerry's hair, because he had started pulling his hair way Too 


hard. 


"Fuck, Jerry!" Christian groaned at the top of his lungs as he finally reached his orgasm. His semen dripped 


down his hand and stomach as if he hadn't come in weeks. 


"Oh my fucking god," the young blond panted loudly, his world spinning, his vision blurry, his mouth dry - pure 
ecstasy. Jerry stopped moving, giving the kid time to catch his breath. 


"Well, that looked like it was pretty earth-shattering," Jerry smirked as he looked at Christian struggling to 
catch his breath. 


"You can't imagine," the bassist answered with last of strength. 


"You look like you need some mouth-to-mouth emergency," Jerry proclaimed and his mouth covered 
Christian's. Naturally, the moment that happened they both forgot about the ‘emergency’ and their tongues 
explored each other hungrily. Chris couldn't help moaning into the kiss, since it wasn't really helping him restore 


his normal breathing, but he didn't want to pull away either. 
‘Its your turn," Christian grinned wearily as he looked up at Jerry. 
"Oh, | almost forgot," Jerry pretended. 


"Like hell you did," Christian snickered and turned Jerry over, so he was under him. Chris lowered himself on 
Jerry's dick and they both moaned. The boy started moving up and down the guitarist's length. Jerry couldn't 
help noticing the way Christian's silky hair followed his every move, falling gracefully down his shoulders, the 
way the little sunlight that entered the room fell straight into the boy's green eyes and the way his lips 
parted as he gasped for air, the way he leaned his head back with eyes tightly shut. This was turning him on 
even more. He put his hands on the boy's skinny thighs and dug his nails in them. 


"Fuck, baby, I'm so close," Jerry panted with his eyes closed. Christian lowered his body down on Jerry's and 
started sucking on the skin of his neck. 


"Oh, yes," the guitarist moaned. Christian picked up his speed as he dug his elbows deep into the mattress. 
Jerry was almost seeing stars from all the pleasure when it hit the crucial point. Jerry froze, his mouth 
formed the shape of an 'o' but he made no sound as he came inside Christian. He finally moaned loudly as he 


rode out his orgasm. 


"Jesus fucking Christ!" Jerry exhaled deeply as he ran his hands over his face. 


Love, Sex, Pain, Confusion, Suffering 
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"Now, that was something else," Christian remarked as he dropped down breathless beside Jerry. 


"Fuck yeah, it was," Jerry grinned as he stretched out lazily, "come here," Jerry ordered softly and Christian 
shifted closer. He put his hand on Jerry's chest and gave him a soft, passionate kiss. He then laid his head on 
the guitarists chest, inhaling his scent and intertwined his legs with the other man's. This was what Christian 


could easily call pure bliss. 


| never could have imagined that when Niklas called me that fateful day and told me: ‘Christian, start packing 
your shit - we're going on a tour with Alice in Chains’, Christian muttered his thoughts out loud Jerry was a 
little carried away, but something caught his attention and he smiled. 


"Wait, wait, say that again" 

"Which part?" Chris looked up at Jerry's eyes with a puzzled expression 
"Say ‘Alice in Chains’ again" 

"Alice in Chains. Why? Are you being cocky again?" 


"No," Jerry snickered, "you just have a very adorable pronunciation of the ‘ch’ sound, sounds more like a ‘sh’ 
sound, it's cute," Jerry remarked with a smile. While there weren't many distinct sounds that characterized 
English spoken by a swede, Jerry had noticed that one, along with a specific pronunciation of the ‘+ and that 
fascinated him. Chris on the other hand was fascinated that Jerry noticed little things like that. The only little 


things about him that Niklas ever noticed were the ones that awoke his fetishes and therefore - his erection 


"But yeah, that's the last thing | expected too," Jerry said weakly. "I did expect a whole lot of groupies, but | 
got something so much better." Christian laughed at the older man's words. Jerry was constantly making jokes 
like that. He jokingly pretended to be vain, to be a stuck-up bastard, but he wasn't even close to those. 


'So.." Chris started a little insecurely, probably as a habit that remained from important talks with Niklas. 
Trying to talk about something serious with Nik was like lighting up matches close to a bottle of gasoline - it 


could go off in any moment. "Are we going to make something out of this or.." 


"| don't see why not, if you think you are ready to step into the next adventure after just ending the previous. 


| mean, we'll take it slow, | won't push you, but if you need some time I'll understand" 

"No, l.. think | need this right now," Chris confessed. 

"ll be gentle, | promise," Jerry grinned. 

"Kiss me," Chris smiled and lift himself up to meet Jerry's lips. 

When all the others returned to the hotel, they found the two blonds, both of them in nothing but their jeans, 
laughing and drinking whiskey on the balcony. Of course, that invoked some raised eyebrows and smirks, but 


nobody said a thing. In a while, Sean walked out on the balcony with a cigarette between his lips. 


"| don't mean to ruin the fun for you, ladies, but we're all going for dinner and then we have to pack up 


because we're leaving early tomorrow," Sean explained. 

"You hungry, kid?" Jerry raised his eyebrows. 

"Yeah, | could definitely use some food," Chris smirked and jumped off the railing. "I'll just go for a quick 
shower." The older men looked after him in silence as he left and Sean spoke as soon as the boy closed the 
door behind him. 

"Okay, spit it out," he ordered to Jerry. 

"What is it? You want the juicy details?" Jerry grinned. 

"No, | want all the details." 

"You ain't getting shit, you bastard,” Jerry laughed. He would tell his band mates about what's going on 
between him and Christian, but he did mean it when he told the kid that he wanted the experience to be all 


between them. 


Christian returned to the Shining suite and walked in his room, followed by Niklas. Niklas closed the door behind 


him. Christian pretended not to acknowledge the singer's presence and started preparing for the shower. 
"You look..fresh..different.." Niklas noticed as he eyed the younger man from head to toe. 


‘Oh yeah? I'm pretty much the opposite - pretty fucking trashed," Christian smirked as he thought of the 


events a few hours back. 


"I didn't know drinking whiskey and telling stories could be so exhausting," Niklas raised an eyebrow. Christian 


chuckled. 


"There was more than that..so much more than that," he shook his head with a smug smile at the memory. 
He was already naked and Niklas couldn't help but eye every part of his naked body. The older man's eyes 
stopped at the purplish-red marks on Chris‘ neck, that weren't there earlier. He clenched his teeth and took a 
deep breath, just like the therapist had told him to do before jumping to quick conclusions. 


"You two have fucked.." he concluded with a blank expression. 

"It took you a while, huh?" 

"Christian!" 

"I told you you'd know if we did, so..yeah, we fucked. Hard," Chris smirked. 

"You're bluffing, aren't you?" Niklas had blamed him for that same reason already, but now that the kid was 
actually confessing to it, he couldn't bring himself to believe it. He thought the boy was just trying to piss him 
off. 

"Does this look like a fucking bluff to you?" Christian moved his hair out of his neck, revealing his hickeys. 
"Chrille, Chrille, Chrille," Niklas laughed huskily and shook his head, "you're everything but predictable. Honestly, | 
didn't expect you to rush it so much. | thought you were into that sentimental shit among the lines of ‘I need 
some time to think about it since | just ended my previous relationship’, but no..you jumped straight into his 
bed." 

"Then | guess you don't know me as well as you think you do," Christian replied in a matter-of-factly manner. 
"And he does?" Niklas teased. 

"Maybe not, but he will in time," the bassist provocatively raised his eyebrows. Niklas growled. 

"I just want to know one thing - why did you replace me with him? What does he give you that | don't? Does 
he fuck you better than | do?" The older man smirked. He was surprisingly calm, for all Christian knew, Niklas 
was usually on the edge of destroying everything around him in situations like this. 

"Well, to begin with, he gives me more than sex and hiding from the world," Christian opened the door to the 
bathroom and was about to close it, but turned around to face Niklas one last time. "And if that matters, this 
does make the sex better," he smirked and closed the door under the singer's nose. 


"Christian!" Niklas banged his fist on the locked door. 


"Go away, Nik, | haven't got much time, we'll be late for dinner," Christian's muffled voice echoed from behind 


the door. 


All the members from the two bands had gathered up and were collectively walking down the busy streets of 
New York. They couldn't decide where they wanted to have dinner, so they were just aimlessly walking and 
walking until something caught their eye. Everyone was talking with each other, only Jerry and Christian looked 
like they were in their own little bubble made of endless jokes and flirty comments. The guys were about to 
cross a walkway, but the traffic lights were still on green for the cars. While all the other guys stopped and 
waited, Christian was too lost in his conversation with Jerry and didn't notice the traffic lights, neither did he 
notice that everyone around him was waiting. He was just heading to cross the walkway, and probably get hit 
by a car, when a strong hand wrapped around his wrist and pulled him back. He snapped out of his daze and 
finally realized what was happening around him. Next thing he knew, he was wrapped in a pair of strong arms 
that were holding him close. He looked up and met Jerry's eyes. They had both a worried and a strict look in 
them. 


"You know, | call you ‘kid! only because you're the youngest out of all of us, but this was a really childish thing 
to do," Jerry snickered softly and exhaled in relief. He kissed Christian's temple. 


‘|| guess | was too carried away," Christian shook his head. He was never that irresponsible, maybe except 
when his depression was too much to handle, but this time he was way too caught up in this little world of his 


that he shared with Jerry. 


"Ground control to Major Tom, keep your head out of the clouds at least while we're out in the big, bad, open 
world," Jerry released Christian from his arms with a smile. They could finally cross. Christian tried to refrain 
from looking around, afraid he would meet Niklas‘ gaze. Despite himself, he did turn his head to the right and 
he saw indeed what he didn't want to see - Niklas’ empty, slightly judging look. But Niklas wasn't really judging, 
he was thinking. He thought he finally knew what it was that Jerry was giving Christian that he didn't give 


him... 


‘Love, sex, pain, confusion, suffering 

Youre there crying, | feel not a thing 

Drilling my way deeper in your head 

Sinking, draining, drowning, bleeding, dead" - Alice in Chains, ‘Confusion’ 


Whole Lotta Love 
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It was already obvious to everyone that Jerry and Christian were together. Even Niklas had settled with it, 
besides, the anger he had felt when the bassist left gave him inspiration to write. The two of them were even 


talking and on good terms again. 


Christian hadn't felt so happy in quite a while. He finally felt what a really wholesome relationship means, even 
though his relationship with Niklas wasn't so bad. Of course, no relationship is perfect, but the blonds managed 
to get through the downfalls. 


One night on stage, Christian's spirit was much more lifted than usually. You could almost say that he was 
feeling playful, smiling at the audience and all, which didn't really fit the Shining stage atmosphere. 


"What the fuck was that?" Niklas pulled Christian aside after the show. 

"What was what, Nik?" Chris furrowed his eyebrows. 

"That..on stage!" Niklas specified, a little unnerved. 

"| was just having fun, man," Christian grinned. 

"Fun? Are you drugged or something?" The singer asked as he studied the younger man. 


"Wha-no! Of course not! My name is not Niklas Kvarforth, is it?" Chris shook his head. Suddenly, he heard the 


loud cheering of the crowd, which meant the guys from Alice were out on stage. 


‘Sorry, gotta go. Jerr is playing," the boy patted the singer on the shoulder and ran off in a very hyper 


energized manner, leaving the singer with a puzzled expression on his face. 


Christian had developed a habit of watching Jerry play on stage. Sure, he could always have a private 
performance, but as much as he liked it, it wasn't the same feeling. When he watched Jerry on stage, he 
always felt the same as he felt at the times before they were together - when Jerry looked distant and 
unreachable and this made Christian feel like a shy schoolgirl. Even though Jerry was his, on stage he was a 
stranger, a god and this was a weird feeling. Then Chris would smirk as he remembered that he has seen this 
very man melt under his lips, smile under his gaze and pick himself up, when he was feeling down, for he was 


only human. 


This particular night, Christian couldn't stop thinking the dirtiest of things as he watched Jerry giving his soul 
away on stage. The peak of those thoughts was reached when Christian recognized the opening riff of ‘Dirt. 
Christian had played and heard thousands of riffs in his life, but out of all of them, this was the dirtiest riff 
he had ever heard. The immediate effect that the riff had on him was that he wished he could go up on 
stage, grab Jerry by the shirt and push him against a wall. Fantasies quickly turned into ideas and Christian 
knew he had to do it. Sure, he had to wait for the show to end, but he could wait forever for the slightest 
taste of Jerry. 


Jerry had barely walked off stage and put his guitar down, when he felt long fingers wrapping around his 


biceps and pulling him someplace else. 


"What are you doing, darling?" Jerry grinned as he let the younger man lead him. Christian remained silent. He 


opened the door to some dark storage room and pulled Jerry inside. 


"Baby?" Jerry still expected an answer and an answer he received when he was pushed back against the wall. 
Next thing he knew, his lover's tongue was hungrily exploring his mouth and his hands were crawling under his 


shirt. 

"Well, somebody is unexplainably horny," Jerry concluded breathlessly. 

| want you so fucking bad," Christian muttered as he proceeded to unzip the guitarists jeans. 
"Oh, yeah?" Jerry smirked as he pulled his shirt over his head. 


"Yeah," Christian breathed as he pulled down Jerry's jeans. He didn't have to wait for an invitation, since his 
eagerness was taking precedence over his sober thinking. Surprisingly, Jerry was actually wearing boxers this 
time, so Christian pulled those down and away in no time too. Next thing Jerry knew, Christian had already 
wrapped his sweet lips around his member and was working his warm mouth around it. Everything was 
happening so fast, that Jerry felt the pleasure taking him by storm. His lover didn't have a hard time getting 
him into the mood. Jerry buried his hands in Christian's silky hair and moaned out loud as Christian quickly 
bobbed his head back and forth Jerry's length. 


"This should be enough, baby," Jerry muttered and Christian unwillingly pulled away. Jerry pulled Chris up to 
his feet and pulled his t-shirt over his head. Jerry's tongue was back in Christian's mouth, twisting hungrily 
around. While they kissed passionately, Jerry's hands undid Christian's belt and zipper and yanked his ripped 
jeans down along with his red boxers. The guitarist wrapped his right hand around the bassist's cock and 


smirked into the kiss. 
"You're fucking rock-hard, baby," Jerry remarked with a smug smile. 


"| thought it was obvious." 


"That's enough talking, professor," Jerry smacked the bassist's ass and quickly spun him around, pressing his 
body against the wall where the guitarists own back had been only a second ago. Christian chuckled softly, 
enjoying where things were going. At that moment he was so excited, that he didn't know much, but if he knew 
one thing, it was that Jerry knew how to handle him and push all his buttons. Jerry licked his right middle 
finger thoroughly and unexpectedly shoved it inside Christian, making him moan out in surprise. Jerry made a 


few thrusts in and out of Chris with his finger before he replaced it with his dick. 
"Oh my fucking god!" Christian almost screamed at the sensation 


"Is that what you have been thinking about all night long?" Jerry muttered in Christian's ear as he held the 
bassist's butt cheeks spread apart and moved inside him with a fast pace, not giving him time to adjust. 


"Fuck yeah," Christian moaned with his eyes closed as he concentrated on Jerry's movements. 


"What a little slut.everybody's there, listening to the music, while my Chri is thinking about being on my 
fucking dick," Jerry chuckled softly, "ah, yes, you're a dirty little under that innocent, angelic exterior, but 
you're my dirty little slut, Chrille," he muttered and buried his face in Chris’ neck. 


"Yes, l'm all yours, darling," Chris whispered. He could only imagine how beautiful Jerry's long, bony, expert 
fingers looked on his ass. Oh, did he love Jerry's fingers or what! He loved his long, strong arms too, and the 
perfect arch of his back.he loved everything about Jerry and he was wondering whether he already loved 
Jerry. That he didn't know and he decided that a conclusion on this matter wasn't to be drawn while Jerry was 
fucking him hard against the wall. He also loved that outside of the bedroom, Jerry was a sweet, loving and 
caring, a little cocky person, but in the bedroom..ch man, he was a fucking freak in the bedroom. However, he 


knew the difference between having sex and making love, both of which he could handle very well, according to 


Chris. 


Jerry picked up his pace and dug his fingers deeper into Chris' butt cheeks. Chris had to put his hands up on 


the wall to keep his balance as Jerry slammed into him mercilessly. 

‘Oh, yes, so fucking hard!" Christian groaned as his fingertips tried to dig into the wall 

"I know you like it hard, baby," Jerry smirked against the younger man’ skin. He picked up his pace even more, 
which had him panting like crazy, but he was way too lost in the feeling to care about his regular breathing or 
for anything else, besides himself and Christian, for that matter. 


"| wanna cum so bad," Christian breathed. 


"Then stroke yourself, baby," Jerry whispered and bit the bassists earlobe. Christian didn't need a further 


notice to take his dick in his hand and start stroking it as if there was no tomorrow. 


"Oh, Jerry!" Christian moaned loudly as he imagined Jerry's hands stroking him instead of his own 


"Yes, baby, cum for me," Jerry encouraged him as much as his breathing allowed him to speak. He sucked on 
the other blond’ sensitive neck and even bit it gently. Christian imagined Jerry's tongue running over his shaft, 
blue eyes looking into green eyes, and that was all he needed to cum all over his hand and on the wall as he 


groaned loudly. 
"That's it, baby," Jerry whispered softly as he stopped moving for a moment, "did it feel good, huh?" 


"It was fucking amazing," Chris breathed heavily. Jerry exhaled deeply and slowly started moving inside of 
Christian again. He lift Christian's right leg up by the back of the knee, allowing himself more access. He picked 
up the pace, focused on reaching his orgasm as Christian held on to the wall for dear life. The younger man 
was feeling a little sore after the intense experience, so the slight pain from the friction caused him to silently 


groan. 


"Hold on, baby, I'm close," Jerry panted as he slammed hard into Chris. He put his left hand on the younger 
blond's neck, making him turn his head and slipped his tongue into the boy's mouth. The kiss turned out to be 
more a series of licks and slight bites than anything else as they were both interrupted by their moans. Jerry 
suddenly froze, his eyes tightly shut and his lips in the shape of an 'o'. Christian was disappointed that he 


couldn't see Jerry's face in the dark as he came. He loved watching the guitarist cum. 

Jerry made a few last, sloppy thrusts inside Christian, emptying his load inside the boy and he pulled out, 
panting heavily. Christian leaned his head on the wall as he felt Jerry's warm cum dripping down his thighs. He 
suddenly felt strong arms snaking around his waist and he smiled to himself. 

"That was pretty intense," Jerry chuckled wearily. 

| was so fucking horny, | couldn't help it” 

"Yeah, | seem to have that effect on people," the older man smirked. 

"You cheeky bastard," Christian reached back to caress his lover's face. 

"You need coolin’, baby, Im not foolin; 

Ím gonna send you back to schoolin, 

Way down inside, honey, you need if, 


Ím gonna give you my love, 


Ím gonna give you my love." - ‘Whole Lotta Love’, Led Zeppelin 


Those Black Clouds In My Blue Sky 
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The Alice in Chains/Shining tour was going with full force and everything was amplified to the maximum - 
music was loud and heavy, parties were too and everybody from the two bands seemed to be forgetting what 
date it was and what city it was they were in, but that's how it all was supposed to be. In between all that 
hustle and bustle they still needed some rest, because while their fans worshipped them like gods, they were 


human too. 


On one such day off, few were the ones that wanted to actually rest. Sure, it meant everybody got to sleep 
like a log until noon and after, but it also meant that the night was set to be partied away. This time the two 
bands were partying on the Alice tour bus. The party started out chill at first, like almost every other party, 


so they laid down a couple dozens of vodka shots. Life was good. Or so it seemed.. 


Christian hadn't been that careless for longer than he could remember and if he could see how wide he was 
smiling now compared to a few months back, he'd probably be frightened by the radical change. There he was, 
sitting on the bus couch beside his lover, as everybody took a shot glass and raised it up. Everybody brought 
their glasses together at once and as the clicking of glass filled the air, naturally some of the vodka was 
spilled Laughter and curses stirred the atmosphere a little and everyone had a wide smile on their face. That 
was until.. 


"This has been such a crazy fucking ride and it's getting fucking crazier with every day. | can't believe itll be 
over in a month," Christian overheard Niklas say among the mountains of conversations on the table and he 
froze. He stared at the laughing singer as if he had just driven a knife straight through his heart, pulled it out 
and drove it in again. His bright world had collapsed in a second. He felt like he was going to hyperventilate. He 
even felt like crying and that hadn't happened in a long time. It dawned on him so late. He had completely 
forgotten.. He quickly downed his shot of vodka and stormed out of the bus. 


"Christian!" Jerry called after his lover, puzzled by his sudden change of mood. Hearing his voice, it only made 
Christian feel like crying even more. It was so bittersweet. Hearing his voice was both his happiness and his 
biggest pain. Christian leaned back on the bus for support as he felt like his feet wouldn't be able to keep him 
standing much longer. His head was spinning. His trembling hands felt around all his pockets in a panicked search 
for his cigarettes. He finally found them and hardly managed to put one between his lips, not to mention light it 
up. He was crumbling. It was like a giant wave had crashed over him and washed him away from his little 
paradise island that he shared with Jerry. #1/ be over in a month’ He couldn't take it. Where had all the time 
gone? Had it disappeared under the bed sheets of every bed in every hotel they made love in? Had it 
disappeared with all the cigarettes they devoured together? Had it ran away while they were too busy gazing 


at each other to notice its flight? Had it burned away in the fire of their lips? He didn't know, but he wanted it 
back more desperately than he had ever wanted anything in his life. What was he going to do? How could he 
live without the one thing that had brought him back to life? All those questions were burning like the 
cigarette between his fingers, they were burning like his eyes, boiling like the blood in his veins. He had almost 
forgotten that pain, but he knew it would come knocking on his door again. In his happiness, he had forgotten 
that all good things must come to an end, he had been fooled that the tour would go on forever. It couldn't. It 


wouldn't... 


The young man's back slipped helplessly down the dirty surface of the bus and he hung his head as he rested 
his elbows on his knees. He could find no way out of this feeling, no door to the light, he knew there must have 
been at least one, but he couldn't see it. It was excruciating to the point where it turned into a physical pain, a 


tightness in his chest. 


He thought he must have sat there on the cold asphalt for eons, his eyes staring at nothing, when he heard 
steps approaching. However, he didn't have the strength to look up. A pair of converse sneakers and ripped 

jeans appeared in front of his empty gaze and he slowly looked up - it was Jerry. What a familiar scene - it 
felt as if it was years ago when he sat outside that steamy club with LSD and alcohol poisoning his system, 
when Jerry appeared to him like a guardian angel, only that this time he wasn't wearing the legendary mesh 


shirt. 
"What happened back there?" Jerry asked silently, his low voice and gaze heavy with worry. 


"Niklas..he.." Christian shook his head. He didn't even want to think about it, what's left for saying it out loud, 
"he has his way of managing to always somehow stick a knife in the already open wound. He's not always even 


doing it on purpose, it just happens, or maybe l'm the one easily triggered” 


"What are you talking about, darling? | thought Niklas and you were long gone history, | thought you were over 
it" 


"I am, of course | am. Its not about him. Its about us..l'm in so much pain, Jer," Christian confessed, his eyes 
empty and tortured, "it hurts when | breathe, | can't think properly and only minutes ago | was the happiest, 


most careless man in the world" 


"Spit it out, baby, l'm here," Jerry encouraged him as he took his lover's hand in his and gave it a gentle kiss. 
Jerry's lips burned his skin with the sweetest flame. 


"Its all over in a month, Jer, over," Christian almost cried, "a fucking month..What are we going to do? | don't 
want this to be just a part of the adventure, just a game we played to keep the fun going, just a ‘summer 
flirt’ or whatever the fuck they call it, cause it's sure not what it is for me," he clenched his teeth. 


‘Of course it's not, babe. And its sure not over. It won't find its end when the tour does. | promise," Jerry 


tried to relief him. 


"ll be back to Sweden, Jer, cold, dark Sweden And you'll be here in America, under the burning sun or Seattle 
rain. There is an ocean between is, we'll be fucking miles away, so fucking far away," Christian stuttered, his 


eyes threatening to caress the skin of his face with hot tears. 


"Do you really think a fucking glass of water could separate us? You know better than that," Jerry smiled 
slightly with that smile that Christian believed could cure incurable diseases. Christian almost laughed. 


‘Its a really fucking big glass of water, love," the younger man noted sadly. 


"So, what? We're good at devouring massive amounts of whiskey, do you think some water is going to scare 
us? Besides, there are those things that fly in the sky that people have invented, they kinda look like metal 
birds and they're called airplanes. Ever heard of those?" Jerry explained to Christian as if he was a baby and 
Christian couldn't help but let out a silent laugh. 


"Yeah, | might have." 


"Good. So, here's the plan: | board a flight on one of those and come to visit you and then you board a flight 
on one of those and come to visit me, and then | board another one to visit you and so on and so on Besides, 
who knows? Life is a funny playground, you don't know on which ride it's gonna take you next. One of us might 
decide to move to the other or maybe we could decide to move somewhere completely different, it doesn't 
matter. We'll find a way. The whole fucking world is ours, baby," Jerry assured Christian as he looked straight 
in his eyes. The younger blond couldn't help but lose himself in those blue eyes. Jerry spoke the most beautiful 
things and his words were like the sunrays making its way through a cloudy sky. He couldn't have imagined a 


better person to fall in love with even if he tried 
"Sounds good," Christian finally forced himself to smile. 


"Yeah, doesn't it? Now, get up from that cold asphalt. | know your ass is hot, but it doesn't need that much 


cooling." 


‘Im still not sure whether you make the best or the worst jokes, combining them with flirty remarks," Chris 
grinned as Jerry pulled him up to his feet. 


"Doesn't matter, because either way you know you love it," Jerry winked. Christian swayed a little as his vision 


suddenly turned blurry and almost blacked out. 


"Hey, hey," Jerry pulled the younger man to safety in his arms and held him tightly, "don't give up on me now. 
We don't want to leave all the fun to them, do we?" He whispered gently. 


"lll be fine, | just." Chris stuttered. 


"| know," Jerry simply said and those two words held a world of meaning for Christian. Yes, Jerry knew and 


that's why Christian loved him. They were just about to get on the bus when Christian caught the guitarist by 


the biceps, stopping him in his place. 
"Jer, before we get in." Christian started insecurely. 


"Is there something else that bothers you and you haven't told." Jerry asked worriedly, but was interrupted 
by Christian's confession 


‘| love you, Jer," the younger man said simply, but firmly. Jerry was like struck by lightning. He looked lost for 
a second before a smile slowly grew on his face. 


"Yeah, | think | love you, too, Christian," Jerry muttered in his low, husky voice as the most charming smile 
graced his face. He took Christian's face in his hands and pecked his lips softly. Christian on his turn buried his 
hands in Jerry's blond mane and deepened the kiss. 


lm confused," a voice interrupted them and they turned their heads just to find Niklas leaning on the bus 
door with a bottle of Jack in his hand, "I don't know whether I'm more turned on by this or whether | want to 
throw up," he joked 


"You know you like it, whore," Jerry returned the joke and he pushed past Niklas inside the bus as he held on 


to Christian's hand, who was, as usually, laughing to every second word that came out of Jerry's mouth. 


Take My Hope, My Dreams, My Expectations For A 
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Christian was supposedly shaving in the bathroom before another big day, but Jerry noticed the boy was 


taking longer than usual for someone who didn't even have beard. 


"You alright in there? | need to shave too, you know, unless you'd like me in the shape of a viking," Jerry 


explained as he stood by the closed door in nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist. No response. 


"Answer me, Larsson," the guitarist had developed a habit of turning to the boy with his last name when he 


was being serious. 
"Yeah, I'll.'ll be out in a few," the younger man stuttered a little and Jerry felt there was something wrong. 


"We don't really have much of ‘a few’, Chri." Jerry noted as he barged in and froze at the sight. Christian was 
supporting himself with both hands on the sink with his head hung low and a pill blister between his fingers. He 
as well was in nothing more but a towel and he looked paler than usual and that said a lot, considering he was 
fucking Scandinavian. Jerry studied the bassist from head to toe, squinting a little. There was obviously 
something wrong with the picture, but he decided not to jump to any conclusions. 


“Christian, what are those?" The older blond asked with forced calmness as he almost sensed what was going 


on. He wanted to inspect the shape and color of the pills, but there were none left in the pill blister. 


“They're..they're aspirins, I've got a terrible headache," Christian lied with a tortured-sounding voice. Jerry 
snatched the empty pill blister with a quick move and tried to read through the broken packaging. The moment 
he made out the word "Xanax", his expression quickly changed to a frown and he threw the pill blister across 


the bathroom. 


"You've got no idea how fucking loud | want to shout at you right now," Jerry threatened with a tone that 
gave away that he was trying really hard to contain his anger, "you really are fucking lucky that we're in a 
fucking hotel," he continued through gritted teeth. Christian couldn't find the strength to even look at his lover 
beyond all the shame and guilt he felt. If he at least felt some relief from downing all the Xanax pills that 
would have at least been an excuse in front of his own self, but he didn't. In fact, he was feeling nauseas and 
dizzy, but most of all ashamed that he had gotten caught by none other than the last person who should have 
caught him. How stupid was he.. 


"You better start talking, because you have a lot to explain and | don't know how much longer | can last," Jerry 


said firmly. 
"But you know what it's about." Christian tried to spare himself at least some of the shame. 


"Because of the tour getting to an end? Christian, | thought we had gone through this, nothing is over! It has 
hardly began!" Jerry raised his voice. 


"| know! | fucking know!" Christian hid his face in his palms and shook his head. "But..! can't take it, Jer, | can't. | 
know we'll be seeing each other, but after all the time we've spent together | can't imagine being as much as a 
day away from you. | know | sound like a fucking cry baby, but | can't even begin to put into words how 


attached I've grown to you." 


"And | can't bear to listen that all you've got to say is ‘| can't. Do you think the fucking pills could change 
that?" 


"No, but." Christian started helplessly. 
“That's right, Christian, they can't!" 
"I wish | could put my feelings into words, but | really can't explain to you what I'm really going through." 


"There it is again - ‘| can't. Look at me," Jerry ordered, but Christian turned away, "no, fucking look me in the 
eyes!" Jerry grabbed Christian's jaw and looked him straight in the eye, only lips away from him. "Look at me 
and remember who | am, and think very well of all the things we've talked on and on about for hours. Then tell 
me do you think | haven't been through enough to at least begin to understand what you're going through!" 
And it hit Christian. He was being a child about it. Or maybe he was being his typical depressed self about it. 
But there he stood, looking in Jerry's blue eyes and he realized - Jerry had overcome drug addiction, he has 
to live through every day knowing that his best friend is dead and he also promised to get clean from alcohol 
as soon as the tour was over because it was clear he was drinking way too much. And there he was - just a 
nineteen year-old, unable to handle a long-distance relationship. Sure, there was more to it and depression 
amplified it like 10 times, but he still knew he had screwed up. 


| know very well and I'm sorry, | didn't think." Christian looked down guiltily. 

"And | know what you're going through. I've seen it. Fuck, | might have seen it all, but this doesn't mean | want 
to see it all over again, nor fucking live through it again. And | sure as hell am not going to watch you poison 
yourself with that fucking shit. ts a temporary fix, kid. If something can really fix what's wrong in your head, 


the fix is in your head as well and l'm trying to help you, but you're so far down that you won't let me." 


"l'm just so fucking lost," Christian pulled away from Jerry's grip and leaned his head on the cold bathroom 
tiles. 


"Sometimes | think Niklas was right," the boy hardly muttered. 


"Oh, fuck no," Jerry whispered bitterly and closed his eyes. 


" maybe | should have stayed in ‘the forest | came from'," the boy continued as if he hadn't heard the older 
man, "yeah, that's what he would say when he saw me at my worst - ‘then why the fuck don't you go back 
to the forest you came from, Larsson? Everything would have been alright, if not alright - then at least 
better’. Things were much simpler when | was the ‘little boy, all lost, all alone in the forest’, again by the 
words of Niklas. l.l really don't know what to do," Christian spoke in a low, monotonous tone as if he was talking 


more to himself than to Jerry. 


"As a first, you might start with letting go of all the fucking shit Niklas has told you," Jerry leaned on the wall 
beside Christian. 


"| don't mind the guy, he's good fun and all, but he's definitely the last role model I'd like you to have. Not that 
I'm all flowers and sunshine, but at least | wouldn't tell you to go back ‘to the forest you came from’. Don't 
think | can bear to look at you like that for the rest of the tour. | need you to hold on, fight this or you'll be 
forever stuck with this and no pills can help you if you don't let them," Jerry muttered angrily. But depression 
was heavy over Christian and he took Jerry's words in the worst possible way. If he couldn't save himself, 


nothing could, and honestly, he didn't feel like he could. 

"I feel so fucking weak and powerless," the boy muttered wearily, "it just brought me down too unexpectedly.” 
| hate to say this, but | want you to see a doctor," Jerry said after a short pause. 

"Jer, no!" Christian sharply turned to Jerry and he looked as scared as a rabbit. 

"No clinics, just a doctor," Jerry tried to soothe him, "if you won't let me help you, you'll have to accept the 
help of somebody who will make you help yourself," Jerry took Christian's face in his hands and Chris buried it 
in Jerry's neck. 


‘| want you to help me, but.." Christian started, but was interrupted. 


"No," Jerry said firmly and made Christian raise his head, so he could look in the boy's eyes, "no, you don't," he 
shook his head, his lips forming a thin line. 


"You'll see a doctor..and I'll talk to somebody | know," Jerry concluded, his tone decisive. He wrapped his arms 


hard around his fragile lover and exhaled heavily. 


FKE 


"Nik, may | have a word with you?" Jerry turned to the singer who seemed to be getting ready to climb in his 
bunk. Niklas was definitely caught by surprise, but he didn't know what Jerry could want to have a serious talk 
with him about. They walked out of the Shining tour bus and both lit up a smoke. 


"So, what have | done this time?" Niklas started with an amused tone. 

‘It's about Chris," Jerry blew out the cigarette smoke. 

"He's depressed again, | know. It's no surprise," Niklas noted absent-mindedly. 

"Yeah, that's the purpose of this conversation. | know that you care about him, so | want you to give me your 
word that you'll look after him when I'm not around. He's like..a walking dead man. He had popped a whole blister 
of Xanax this morning." 

"He told me it was for Sven from the crew!" Niklas shook his head in disbelief. 

"And you actually bought that?" 

"He had promised he'd never swallow a single pill of Xanax again, | had no reason to doubt him," Niklas shrugged. 
"Could you take him to a specialist when you're back to Sweden?" 

"Sure..lll take him to my doc, he knows his job." 

"But no pills and ‘clinical rests’, Jerry warned, “only talking. He needs this thinking of his to be turned around" 
| can't promise anything on behalf of the doctor, but..l'll give my best." 

‘Oh, there's something else, too," Jerry furrowed his eyebrows and looked Niklas dead in the eye, "I don't want 
any talks from the lines of: ‘go back to the forest you came from'," he emphasized heavily on the last few 
words with a sarcastic smile. 

‘Oh, so he told you that one, too?" The singer smirked. 


"Not the only thing he told me," Jerry hinted 


"Listen, | want Christian to be the last person whose buttons you push for your own amusement, understood?" 


The guitarist said clearly and his voice definitely had a hint of threat in it. 
"Is that a threat?" Niklas smirked. 


‘I'm not threatening you, l'm asking you..All that bullshit you tell him, it affects him. And I'm sure even you 
couldn't live with the thought if he hung himself because of that big mouth of yours." 

"Look who's worried out of his fucking head," the swede cooed, "Chrille has that vibe of a victim, yes," he 
muttered to himself. 


"He's falling apart at the fucking seams!" Jerry frowned, "the last thing he needs are your ‘loving words'!" 


"Okay, okay, look. It costs me nothing to promise you that the boy will be taken good care of, but don't put 


your faith in it. He's been that way for years now," Niklas explained, his voice hopeless. 
"He's nineteen, he's not supposed to be that way!" 
"Then | suggest you fucking get used to it," Niklas gave Jerry his sadistic smile. 


"At least now | know for sure why he is the way he is," Jerry hinted. He knew Chris shared the same view of 


total despair as Niklas. 


"You may have a point, but consider this - he's suffering over you, Jer, not over me," Niklas blew his smoke in 


the guitarists face with a sadistic grin and walked away. 


All The Things He Said 


Author's Notes: 
If | hadn't been a procrastinating little bitch you'd have gotten the chapter earlier this week, but that's that.. 


Christian was sitting in the tour bus, his head leaned on the glass as he stared emptily at the changing 
scenery. Suddenly, Niklas sat across him. 


"You're a very..sadly beautiful picture to look af," Niklas started 

"Oh, shut up, Nik," Christian rolled his eyes. 

"Jer wants you fo see a doctor, you know’ 

"Yeah." 

"Is that the ‘good deed’ he's doing for you? Sending you to see a doctor?" Niklas smirked sadistically. 


"Can't say | blame him, he tried to help me, but l.l just can't let in..lt's not his fault that he can't help me, he 


ain't no shrink...” 
"So, you're ok with it?" 


"Honestly, | might not like it, but | want to do it for him. | have to stop being so selfish, because I'm hurting 
the very few people that care about me and | don't want that. He's been so sweet with me and how do | repay 
him? By being a depressed, hopeless little fuck? | don't think so..." 


"How sweet, leaving your comfort zone just to please your lover, l'm gonna fucking throw up," Niklas cooed 


sarcastically. 
It's not just because of him! | have to do it if | want to get better!" Christian raised his voice. 


"But you don't want to get better, Chrille," Niklas whispered with a grin as he leaned in closer to the boy, "you 
just want to be better for Jer. And what does he know about depression to help you? He can't," Niklas grinned. 


"You think he doesn't know depression? And who do you think writes all the Alice songs? The merry ghost of 
Christmas? You can't possibly think a person who doesn't know depression has written all that dark shit. In 
fact, he's got more than enough reasons to be as depressed as you are. But there's a difference between you 
and him. You wanna know what it is, Nik? He chose to stand up against it and fight it, while you decided to 


embrace it for the sake of..image! Or whatever your fucked up excuse is for letting it take you over. And you 


know what? I'd much rather be like him than like you!" 


"But you can't be like him, Chrille, because the darkness is a part of him, while you're afraid to let it 


completely overcome you, rule you." 
"It is indeed a part of him, but unlike you, he can suppress it, you cant" 


"How do you know he can?" Niklas lowered his voice, "what if he suffers just as much as you do, but doesn't 


show even a glimpse of it to you because he doesn't trust you enough?" 

"Okay, fuck this, l'm done listening to your shit," Chris shook his head and rose sharply to his feet, "your 
words are fucking poison, you know that? Is it not enough? Do | have to cut my veins out for you to finally 
leave me the fuck alone and stop poisoning me? l'm in a bad enough shape without your help. Remind me to 
thank Jerry yet again for opening my fucking eyes," Chris spoke angrily through gritted teeth. In his mind, he 


was patting his own shoulder. Not only was this his first step to getting better, but he was also standing up 
for himself. Too long Niklas had pulled his strings, but not anymore. 


Jerry was taking a shower as Christian waited for him, laid down on the bed with arms crossed under his head 
and his eyes staring at the empty ceiling. However, to Christian the ceiling wasn't blank. It was a canvas, across 
which all his dear memories passed by. 

flashback * 

The guys trom Shining were lined up in a row opposite the guys from Alice in Chains, who were also lined up in a 
row. Handshakes and smiles were being exchanged as the band members introduced themselves to each other. 
Christian had just met Willam and Mke when his eyes met a pair of blue ones 

‘Jerry Cantrell," the man with the blue eyes stretched out his hand with a smile. 

"Christian Larsson," Chris shook the man's hand, "nice to meet you." 

‘Nce to meet you, too, kid," they exchanged warm smiles and carried on with the greetings 

*flashback * 

"You got a smoke, kid? Im all out," Jerry asked as he felt around his pockets 

"Sure," Christian passed his pack to the older man. 


"Thanks..Christian, right? Am I pronouncing it correctly?" The guitarist locked a cigarette between his lps 


"Yeah," Chris smiled politely. 


"Christian." Jerry let the name roll off his tongue as he exhaled the smoke and his eyes stared into the distance. 
flashback * 

Christian opened a bottle of rum and poured bravely into his glass. 

"Whoa there, champ! Aren't you a little young to be such a heavy drinker?" Jerry noticed with a smirk 

‘Not for European standards, Im not," Christian winked mischievously and took a sp. 

*flashback * 

"What do you know about it, kid? Ever lost a best frend?" 

"No, but." 

"Thats what | thought. Youre like - what - seventeen? Eighteen?" 

"Nineteen." 


‘Nineteen..enjoy your life kid, appreciate your friends, because you dont know which morning you'll wake up to the 
news of your pals death" 


*flashback * 


‘So what? Isn't that what Americans like - a good show?" Chris questioned as he followed Jerry's lead and Jerry 


snickered at the question 


"Yeah, pretty much," they had already made it to one of the bedrooms, "but as much as Id lke being publicly 
indecent with you, this is supposed fo be just us, baby." 


*end of flashback* 
"Earth to Christian, do you copy?" Jerry's voice snapped Chris out of his daze. 
"Oh," Chris sighed and yawned as he rubbed his eyes. 


| thought you had fallen asleep without me," Jerry pouted as he unwrapped the towel from his body and 
climbed in bed. 


"No, | was just..daydreaming," Chris muttered sleepily as he looked through the window, "more like night- 


dreaming apparently." 


"You alright?" Jerry leaned on his elbow and looked down at Chris as he caressed the boy's face. 


"Much better," Chris purred as he gave in to the other blond's touch. Jerry's body was still warm and damp 


from the shower and Chris felt a tingle in his lower abdomen. 


"You seem tense and tired,” Jerry noticed. He leaned down and pecked the boy's lips softly. He straddled his 
lover and moved lower down his body. His lips showered Christian's flat stomach with kisses, following the 
happy trail and going lower. 


"Hey, what are you doing down there?" Christian chuckled wearily. 


"Hush, relax," Jerry purred in a low voice and his lips moved to Christian's inner thighs. A soft moan escaped 
the younger blond's mouth, which made Jerry smirk against the boy’ skin He loved how easily Christian got 
worked up for him. The guitarist unexpectedly took the other blond semi-hard member in his mouth, making 
him groan. Chris buried both of his hands in Jerry's soft hair and all his muscles tensed up in anticipation 
Jerry moved his mouth slowly up and down Christian's shaft and slightly moaned, which sent shivers all over 
the other man's body. Christian opened his eyes and lift his head up a little to look down at his lover between 
his legs. The slight movement made Jerry look up at Chris. Chris hadn't seen anything that erotic - Jerry's 
blue eyes staring lustfully up at him from beneath his hair, which was gracefully sliding down his shoulders. 


"Oh, Jer!" Christian moaned loudly from excitement, "Jer, make love to me!" He muttered, begged, as if he was 
under a spell. Jerry lift himself up and hovered over Christian. He stared in his lover's green eyes for a 


moment before he engaged him into a deep kiss. 


"What a needy little thing you are, Chrille," the guitarist smiled. He spit on his hand and lubricated his hard dick 
as he smirked at the shivering blond beneath him. He guided his member between Christian's legs and gently 
pushed it inside him. Christian's lips formed the shape of an ‘o' as he surrendered to the feeling. Jerry 
observed him, biting his lip. He inhaled deeply and sharply through his gritted teeth as he pushed his member 
all the way inside. He lowered himself down on the other blond's body and supported himself on his elbows on 
both sides beside Christian's head. He flipped his untamed hair to the left and he looked in Christian's eyes as 
he started moving slowly inside him. Christian let out a soft moan and his hands travelled down to Jerry's ass. 
He started gripping it tightly, encouraging the guitarist to go deeper. Jerry's movements were slow, deep and 
passionate. The two blonds easily got lost in each other as they softly moaned against each other's lips in bliss. 


"Ah, yes, my love," Christian purred against Jerry's lips as he enjoyed the feeling of having his walls stretched 
by the guitarist, of being filled up with him, of being one with him. 


"My sweet Chrille." Jerry whispered lovingly and proceeded to passionately kiss Christian He sucked the boy's 
tongue, making him groan as this sent incredible thrills down to his groin. Christian ran his hands up Jerry's 
back, to his shoulders and then buried them in Jerry's hair, holding him into the kiss. Jerry increased his pace 
a little, which made Christian spread his legs even wider for him. The bassist reached down between their 


bodies and started stroking his painfully hard member. 


"Oh, Jerry," the boy moaned as he stroked himself as fast as he could. 
"What is it, baby? Wanna cum already?" Jerry whispered seductively into the groaning blond's ear. 


"Yeah.." Chris breathed as he tugged on his member almost painfully. Jerry smirked at the other blond's 
eagerness and picked up his pace significantly. Christian squeezed the sheets with his free hand as he felt the 
so familiar feeling of a knot forming in his stomach. He breathed sharply through his gritted teeth as he 
concentrated on the feeling of Jerry moving violently inside him. He suddenly froze, his mouth opening without 


a sound as he came all over his hand, his stomach and his lover's stomach, since he was hovering over him. 


"Now | need a shower again," Jerry grinned as he lowered his body down on his lover's and their bodies rubbed 
together, smearing the warm semen all over their stomachs. Jerry dug his knees and elbows into the 
mattress as he picked up a fast pace again. His face was buried into his lover's beautiful neck and he couldn't 
stop moaning as he concentrated on reaching his orgasm. Christian could have sworn that he could cum only 


by listening to Jerry's moans. 


"Oh, baby, I'm gonna cum," Jerry muttered and his mouth hungrily covered Christian's. Their tongues slid all 
over each other, Jerry letting out an occasional moan. Christian wrapped his arms around the guitarist, holding 
him down on his body. Jerry almost ripped out the sheets from the bed as he gripped them so tightly when 
he came inside Christian. He made a few deep, slow thrusts inside of his lover as he moaned against his mouth. 


He nuzzled his face back into Christian's neck as he gasped for breath. 


"Now we both need a shower," Christian noticed with a smile as he caressed Jerry's head. 


Framtidsutsikter 


Author's Notes: 
We're nearing the end of this journey, folks :/ (Title means ‘prospects’ by Shining's song of the same) 


It was the faithful day. The day from Christian's darkest nightmares and so it felt - like a nightmare. The 
night before, one last enormous party was carried out for the tour's end. As much as Jerry tried to make 


Christian chill out, it just didn't work and the boy ended up drunk as fuck. 


Seattle was the last stop and it was time for the Europeans to leave. Both of the bands were at the airport, 
the guys from Alice wanting to say a final goodbye to the guys from Shining. Christian had never set foot at 
an airport with so much hate for it. While conversations were being exchanged, Jerry and Christian were 
standing aside with arms wrapped hard around each other - so hard that they looked as if they were glued 
together. 


"We'll see each other sooner than you know. And when you come for a visit | promise to take you for a ride 
with my red corvette, "Jerry whispered sweetly in Christian's ear as he caressed the boy's silky hair. 


Christian laughed, even though it was taking him a world of effort to stop himself from breaking down in tears 


that he thought could drown the whole airport. 

"Just a ride?" Christian asked with pretended disappointment. 

"Well, we could spice it up if thats what you'd like,” Jerry smirked. 

"I'd love that" 

"And you'll take me swimming in ice cold water to freeze my ass off, won't you?" 

| have to introduce you to some Swedish ‘rituals’ after all," Christian smiled. 

"Man, l'm gonna miss you like hell, kid," Jerry muttered almost to himself rather Christian 
"Tell me about it.." Chris whined. 


"Hey," Jerry took Christian's face in his hands and looked straight in his green eyes, "I want you to remember 


only one thing, the rest doesn't matter. | love you. That's all | need you to remember," he whispered lovingly. 


'| love you, too, Jer. So fucking much.." Christian proceeded to passionately kiss Jerry. They kissed and kissed 
and would have probably continued for eternity if the announcement of the plane to Stockholm hadn't 


interrupted them. Realization dawned on Christian all over again and this time he couldn't stop himself from 


shedding a tear. 
"Now, now, | don't want to see that," Jerry scolded his lover softly as he wiped away his tear with a thumb. 


"You gotta go now, baby. We'll see each other soon," the older blond promised. Christian hesitantly stepped 


away from his lover. 


"Go, and don't turn back or it will be even harder, come on," Jerry gave Christian's ass a light smack for a 
head start and the boy finally obeyed. He joined his band mates and couldn't withhold himself from turning 


around. 
"Don't turn around!" Jerry shouted after him and the boy ran off to catch up with his band mates. 


In the plane, Christian refused to talk to anybody. He was curled up in a ball in his next-to-the-window seat 
and just kept looking through the window. It's not like he had much to look at, but the two main colors in his 
sight - white and blue - spoke to him more than words. The big, white, silky clouds reminded him of the white 
sheets in the countless hotels they had spent hours cuddling in or those same sheets that had ended up 
curled up in indefinite shapes after their rights of passion. And the blue - its almost pointless saying what the 
blue reminded him of - Jerry's eyes were blue. He had spent minutes at a time staring at Jerry's eyes and 
now they were nowhere in sight. Chris hated being a drama queen, but he really felt too deep for the 
separation of him and Jerry. Moreover, he never imagined he could miss a living person as much as he missed 


Jerry. He had never thought it possible. 


"Hey, Chrille," a soft voice snapped Chris out of his misery, but the pet name made him shiver. No one 
deserved to call him that as much as Jerry did. 


"If you've come to gloat, fucking spare me, Niklas," the boy muttered without even looking at the singer. 

‘Ive actually come to apologize," Niklas took the empty seat next to the bassist. 

"You? Apologize? Give me a fucking break!" Christian rolled his eyes. 

"| mean it," Niklas said firmly. Chris looked at the singer and studied him for a moment. 

| can't believe how often | forget that you're bipolar," Christian sighed and closed his eyes. 

"Okay, apologize," he shrugged. 

‘| didn't want to say those things about Jerry and about you. | do want you to get better and | know you can, 
and l'm going to help you do it. | know this doesn't make it better, but | wanted to clear this out. | cant have 

you looking at me from beneath furrowed eyebrows if we're going to keep playing together, can | now?" Niklas 


explained humbly and almost with a smile. Christian stared at the older man. He still hadn't gotten used to 


Niklas’ switching modes. One minute he's a mean hate machine telling you to go kill yourself and the next he's 


as harmless and loving as a kitten. Chris knew Kvarforth wasn't a bad person, but his illnesses definitely got 


the best of him. 


"Look, | don't feel like holding any grudges with you, but do everyone around you a favor and start taking your 
pills regularly because apparently, thinking before speaking isn't your thing," Christian rubbed his face wearily. 


"The fucking pills again.." Niklas muttered. 


A week had passed since the tour met its end and Christian had never felt that miserable. At the tour he saw 
so many places, experienced so many emotions, met so many people, among which - his favorite person in the 
world - and on the background of all this, being home was grey. He hadn't eaten much, he hadn't showered, he 
hadn't done much else other than sleep, cry and look at pictures of his lover and himself. He knew he was 
pathetic, but he couldn't help himself. He couldn't find a place in his mind where he could hide from the sorrow, 
where he could find a little peace, away from his weakness. His mind was his worst prison. Sure, Jerry called at 


least once every day, but that made Chris miss him even more. 


After not having his calls returned by Christian for a whole week, Niklas was getting worried and decided to 
pay the bassist a visit. Nobody at all had been able to reach him, except Jerry, of course. When the singer 
arrived at the door of Chris' apartment, it wasn't even locked, so he invited himself in. He walked around slowly 
in search of the bassist and finally found him sitting in a corner of his bedroom. He had nothing on except a 
pair of boxers, his hair looked even thinner, because it obviously hadn't been washed and he looked pretty 
much like a ghost. Had Niklas been from the faint of heart, he would have been scared by the bassist exterior 


of doom. 


"You need to get a fucking grip, it's been a fucking week," Niklas started insensibly as he stared down at the 


sickly looking man. 
"What the fuck are you even doing here?" Christian spat with faint strength. 


"Checking if you're still alive. I've done well, judging by the looks of it you might as well have been dead if | 


were a little late." 
"That would have been too easy,” Chris snickered sarcastically. 


"Is this how you're repaying Jerry? What would he say if he saw you? Is this how you're getting better for 
him?" Niklas raised his voice. This time his words hit home. 


"l-I will get better, l-l just need to get out of this state," the blond stuttered as he looked around himself 
helplessly. 


"And how exactly are you going to get out of it, or more importantly, when? Do | need to drag you to the 
fucking shower? Do | need to shove the fucking spoon in your mouth? What the fuck do | have to do to get 
you the fuck out of this shit?" Kvarforth was almost shouting at this point. 


"You don't need to lift a finger, | don't need you to do a thing. | can do it myself." 
‘Oh, yes, I've already heard that," Niklas almost whispered, "and look where the fuck it got you!" he shouted. 


"You know what? Jerry was fucking right. You need a fucking doctor, because you look fucking pathetic!” The 


singer hissed and Christian froze. 


"No, | don't need a fucking doctor, | promised Jer | will do it myself," the younger man looked almost frightened. 
He had indeed agreed to see a doctor because of Jer, but he could think soberly enough to realize that any 


doctor would put him in the hospital if he was seen in his current condition 


"| don't care what you promised, because apparently you're not keeping to your word," Niklas cooed 


sarcastically and he headed for the door. 


"Nik, wait!" Christian rose to his feet sharply and went after the singer, his weakened legs swaying him to the 


sides. 


"Nik, don't call the doctor!" He shouted, but the singer closed the door under his nose. Suddenly, Christian's 
vision blackened, his head spun and so did his stomach. He involuntarily knelt and emptied the few contents of 


his stomach on the wooden floor. 


Meanwhile, Niklas had come up with an alternative plan, but the idea of scaring Christian with a doctor seemed 
to be going well. Niklas believed that would make Christian get a grip on himself. He pulled out his telephone and 


dialed Jerry's number. 
"Hello?" The guitarists voice sounded from the other side of the line and Niklas smirked. 


"Hey, Jer. May | have a word with you?" 


